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B  TXJifE — "Aiiacreon  in  Heaven.''^ 


Wfeile  gratitude  yet  holds  a  station  on  earth, 
Orfounders  of  empire  hve  honor'd  in  story, 
Columbia  shall  hallow  the  day  that  gave  birth. 
To  the  Chief    who    conducted  her  childhood    to 

And  tfumpet-tongu'dfame,  shall  exulting  proclaim,. 
The  lustre  he  shed  upon  Liberty's  name, 
As  she  places  the  splendid  example  he  gave. 
Like   a    pole-star,   to   govern  the  steps  ot    tUe 
brave. 


f> 


(  ^  ) 

Let  Rome  boast  her  Cssar,  her  sag-es,  old  Greece, 
To  these,  add  the  good  and  the  gi^eat  of  each  nation 
Men  famous  in  war,  and  illustrious  in  peace. 
Who  digmfi'd  birth,  and  ennobled  hiU   station  • 

blnd^"'  '^'^^^    ^^'^^'  "'  ^^''^  ^"°^^  tow'ring 
Like  the  oak  ^midst  the  shrubs  of  our  thrice  fa 

vored  land. 
And  eniy  dismissing  the  gall  from  her  breast. 
Shall  o^yn    him,   of    mortals,   the    gi-eatest    and 

best.  ^ 

The  laurel  that  fate  had  decreed  him  to  wear, 
Lnhke  the  wreath  snatched  by  aspiring  ambition, 
A  e  er  drew  from  Humanity's  eyes  a  soft  tear, 
iNior  fore  d  from    Remembrance  a  sigh   of   contri- 
tion ; 
J^rom  life's  early  day,  to  its  last  setting  ray 
The  virtues  collected,  attended  his  way ; 

His  sword  never  gleam'd  but  in  aid  of  the  laws. 
And  his  conquests  were  sacred  to  freedom's  blest 
cause. 

Yet  while  in  the  victor-crown'd  circle  he  shines. 
The  object  of  wonder  and  proud  recollection, 
His  country,  a  far  dearer  chapjet  entwines 
To  his  worth,  in  the  depth  of  her  soul's  best  affec- 
tion ; 
Her  Liberty  won,  and  her  empire  begun,  % 

She  there  interweaves  with  the  name  of  her  son 
And  triumphantly  hails  him  through  hfe's  various 

parts. 
First  in  ^^^ar,  first  in  peace,  and  the  first  in  our 
hearts ! 

Let  the  Hero  draw  near,  who,  with  arms  crimson'd 

o'er, 
Misled  by  false  glory's  alluring  seduction, 


(    7    ) 

Bathes  the  hoofs  of  his  swift  tlying  courser  in  gore, 
is  he  sweeps  through  the  ranks  hke  a  fie;id  of  de. 

And  renouncing  the  fame,  that  disgraces  his  name, 
H^ncSward  fesolve  milder  hono..  to  c  ann,        ^ 
Like    WASHiNGTOif,    prove    to    his     countiy   re 

And  pSce  all  his  gi-eatness  in  good  to  mankind. 


Columhia'^s  Sons. 

TUSE — "  -RwZe  Britannia}^ 
Columbia's  sons!  the  brave  we  sing, 
Brave  Jackson  to  our  voice  we  bring ; 
The  noble  hero  !  oh  how  brave. 
Our  sisters,  daughters,  he  wiU  save. 
Be  thou  forever  great  and  tree. 
Thou  land  of  love  and  liberty. 
Yes  Jackson  thou  art  good  and  brave, 
Our  sisters,  daughters,  thou  wilt  save  ; 
Thy  vahant  band,  thy  noble  band. 
The  pride  and  glory  of  our  land. 

We'll  die  for  thee,  thou  shalt  be  tree, 
Columbia  land  of  liberty. 
Thou  Carroll,  the  meed  that's  due, 
That  thou  hast  won  with  glory  too  ; 
Yes  thy  virtues  w«'ll  imitate, 
Freemen  like  thee  will  save  the  state. 
Your  great  example  still  inspires. 
Nor  dare  we  act  beneath  our  sirey. 
And  Cofee  thou  with  eagle  eye. 
Fought  nobly  and  you  scorn  d  to  ilY , 


v^^T 


Thy  well  skill'd  riflemen  that  day, 
Mow'd  down  the  foe  in  eveiy  way. 

You  rush'd  undaunted,  heaven  decree4^ 
Our  sons  will  emulate  the  deed. 

Fatal  was  that  day  to  Britons  bold, 

Pew  liv'd  to  hear  the  story  told ; 

Pakenham,  where's  all  thy  glory  now. 

And  Keane  he*s  also  fallen  low. 
We  rose  united  to  be  freed. 
Our  sons  will  imitate  the  deed. 

Freedom  !  for  it  the  sword  we'll  draw, 
Our  enemies  the  field  will  stain  : 
Freedom,  the  g"lory  of  the  brave, 
Preemen  in  arms  its  g-lory  save. 

Content  we'll  die  if  thou  art  free, 

Columbia  love  and  liberty. 

Peace !  oh,  may  she  soon  o'erspread. 
Her  balmy  wings  and  grateful  shed. 
Her  blessing's  on  our  much-lov'd  land, 
And  smiling-  plenty  on  it  stand. 

We  swear  to  keep  thee  great  and  free^- 
The  land  of  love  and  liberty. 


hng  for   Volunteers  on  the  "Mh  of 


July. 


TUifE — "  ffail  Cohimbia.^ 

Idiers! — join  a  heart  warm  lay, 

'  dear  Columbia's  holiday ; 

ne's  yearly  record  of  the  morn 

len  freedom's  fairest  chSd  was  bonv.j 


Old  time  himself,  with  g-lee  beguile. 
And  let  old  care  look  on  and  smile. 
Despots  here  shall  ne'er  annoy. 
Our  necks  to  bend,  our  peace  destroy, 
iWhiist  arm'd  and  train'd  we  firmly  stund 
Protectors  of  our  favor'd  land. 

Chorus. 

Let  the  drum  and  trumpet  sound. 
And  let  the  martial  toast  go  round, 
"  Whene'er  our  countr}^  names  the  day, 
"  We  shoulder  arms,  and  march  away." 

Soldiers  !  how  our  fathers  bled. 
And  toil'd  and  fought,  but  never  fled. 
Old  records  red  with  blood  relate,  - 
And  we  their  steps  will  emulate. 
The  sacred  patriotic  fire. 
Shall  every  swelling  breast  inspire, 
And  those  with  whom  our  fathers  fought, 
Siiall  find  a  conquest  dearly  bought, 
Whilst,  arm'd  and  train'd  we  firmly  stand. 
Protectors  of  our  favor'd  land. 

Chorus. 

Let  the  drum  and  trumpet  sound. 
And  let  the  martial  toast  go  r»und, 
"  The  sons  of  sires  who  freedom  savedj 
May  die,  but  never  be  enslaved." 

Soldier's  danger  meant  to  dare, 
Protect  the  \veak,  and  guard  the  fair ! 
Enlisted  in  a  righteous  cause. 
The  freeman's  spirit  scorns  to  pause  ; 
Betermin'd  with  its  latest  breath. 
To  rest  in  victory  or  death : 
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The  rampant  lion*s  crest  enclos'd, 
Proclaims  the  weakness  of  our  foes: 
Whilst  arm'd  and  train'd,   we  firmly  stand. 
Protector's  of  our  favor'd  land. 

Chorus. 
Let  the  drum  and  trumpet  sound. 
And  let  the  martial  toast  go  round, 
"  Soldiers  will  all  dangers  dare, 
*^  To  guard  their  land,  and  earn  the  fair.** 


Freedcm^  Home^  and  Beaut tf, 

A  nexv  Patriotic  Song. 

High  o'er  Patapsco's  tide, 
Swe-l'd  Albion's  naval  pride. 

Advancing  on  the  gale: 
As  fierce  the  embodied  train, 
Porm'd  on  the  embattl'd  plain — 

Yet  not  a  cheek  was  pale — 
Our  Yeomen  mark'd  their  strong  array- 
Saw  proud  the  Lion's  streamers  play. 

And  thought  of  Home  and  Beauty; 
While  many  maidens'  anxious  sighs. 
And  many  mothers'  prayers  arise> 

That  each  might  do  his  duty. 

And  now  the  marshall'd  train 
Rush  o'er  the  embattl'd  plain. 

Amid  the  cannons'  roar ; 
The  hostiJe  fronts  rebound, 
Aiid  maiiv  strew'd  the  grounds 

Ere  battle's  rage  was  o'er. 


Ah  !  many  a  gallant  soul  expir'd ! 
Too  well  with  patriot  feehng  fir'd. 

For  Freedom,  Home,  and  Beauty  ; 
Yet  who  for  coipitry,  fighting-,  dies. 
Ever  with  the  blest  must  rise. 

For  he  hath  done  his  duty. 

Peace  to  the  patriot  dead, 
Entom'd  in  honor'd  bed, 

In  glorious  contest  slain  ; 
The  land  that  gave  such  birth,  .^^  • 

Well  mourns  their  parted  worth, 

And  mourns  them  not  in  vain  : 
For  ne'er  shall  Freedom's  hallow'd  name 
Die,  while  there  hves  but  yet  the  name. 

Of  Country,  Home,  and  Beauty,- 
And  who  for  these  are  fighting  slain. 
In  the  next  world  shall  meet  again. 

For  they  have  done  their  duty. 

Nor  yet  the  struggles  o'er. 
That  fiercer  than  before 

The  midnight's  gloom  assail ; 
Such 'desolating  shocks. 
As  when  the  mountains'  rocks, 

Are  tumbling  to  the  vale. 
The  shores  re-echoed  with  the  blast. 
Firm  stood  each  freeman  to  the  last. 

For  Freedom,  Home,  and  Beauty ; 
Till  dimmer  flash  and  fainter  roar, 
Mark'd  th'  invader  h'd  quit  that  shore 

Where  each  had  done  his  dutv. 


dn  Old  War  Song  of  ^7Q. 

TUNE— «  The  Bntlsh  Grenadiers.'* 

That  seat  of  science,  Athens ;  and  earth's  great  mis, 

tress,  Rome — 
Where  now  are  all  their  g-lories  ?  We  scarce  can  find 

their  tomb ! 
Then  g-uaid  your  rights,  Americans!  Nor  stoop  to 

foreign  sway ; 
And  thus  immortalize  the  fame  of  free  America ! 

Proud  Albion  bow'd  to  Cxsai*,  and  numerous  lords 

before ; 
.  To  Danes,  to  Picts,  to  Normans,  and  many  masters 

more ; 
[  But  we  can  boast,  Americans,  we  never  fell  a  prey ; 
\  Huzza,  huzza,  huzza,  huzza  for  brave  America. 

i  Om-  sires  led  freedom  hither,  when,  lo  !  the  desert 

I  ,  -     smil'd ! 

I  A  paradise  of  pleasure  was  open'd  in  the  wild, 

I  Your  harvest,  free  Americans  !  no  power  shall  snatch 

\        -away; 

'-  Huzza,  huzza,  huzza,  huzza  for  brave  America ! 

To  quit  a  realm  of  tyrants,  our  fathers  cross'd  the 
)         main, 

j^ere  form'd  a  new  dominion  and  founded  freedom's 
f         fame : 

iBritain  must  own  her  master's  here ,-  fate  urges  on 
I        the  .day, 

fWhen  Neptune's  trident  shall  be  sway'd  by  free 
I       America  I 
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Degenerate  sons  of  Britain!  Think  not  your  threats 
we  fear ;  . 

We,  too,  have  naval  laurels  and  wield  a  martial 
spear — 

Such  arrogant  pretensions  as  ye  elsewhere  display, 

Will  ne'er  appal  the  hardy  sons  of  free  America! 

rhough  barbarous  British  tyrants  with  Cockburn   at 

their  head, 
flay  rob  defenceless  ffm-roosts  and  strike  our  Geese 

with  dread ;  L 

fet  when  they  meet  aamn'd  Yankees  ai^'d,  those 

miscreants  sneak  avvay, 
md  tremble  to  behold  the  stars  of  North  America! 

*^hen  fame  makes  known  in  Britain,  the  checks  her 

troops  have  had, 
George  Guelps  will  curse  his  councils  and  poor  John 

Bull  run  mad ! 
■  Iiere  they  madly  speed  more  force,  x^^e'U  meet  it 

m  array, 
lid  croud  fresh  laurels  on  the  brow  of  Fau-America^ 


JSTew  Yankee  Doodle. 

>me,  push  about  the  Jorum,  bovs. 
And  let  us  all  be  merry  ? 
ie've  had  our  Co/ee— now  we'll  drink, 
Our  Porter  and  our  Perry. 

CHOBUS — Yankee  Doodle  is  the  tune. 
It  comes  so  nation  handy  f 
And  nothing  makes  a  Britain  run, . 
Like  Yankee  Doodh  Dandnf 


(  1*  ) 

The  wars  are  o'er  and  pe^ce  is,conijej 

Our  fSies  away  are  far  gone ; 
We  sent  the  Britons  striking  home. 

And  flogg-'d  'em  in  the  barg"ain. 

They  thought  our  sires  were  dead  and  gone? 

And  they  could  beat  us  handy ; 
But  soon  they  found  the  sons  could  play 

^t  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy/ 

They  first  attack'd  and  thought  to  crush 

Our  gallant  little  navy ; 
But  Yankee  tars  soon  stopp'd  their  grogj. 

And  sent  'em  to  Old  Davy ! 

The  noble  deeds  of  Yankee  tars. 
The  trump  of  fame  rehearses  ? 
But  I've  not  time  to  tell  'em  now— ■ 
'Twould  take  a  heap  of  verses ! 

I'll  merely  mention,  just  to  give 

Your  memories  a  jogging; 
That  only  show  our  tars  a  foe, 

^nd  I'll  ensure  his  fogging  / 

The  foes  next  tried  our  boys  ashore,. 

Their  J^irs  and  Lords  commanded — 
But  pretty  soon  they  found  themselves^t 

All  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy^d  ! 

Immortal  Pike  first  shipp'd  his  troops^, 

Upon  the  lake,  at  Sackefs  ; 
He  sought  and  found  the  foe  at  York^ 

And  dusted  well  their  jackets ! 

The  hero  there  laid  down  his  life^ 

To  raise  his  country's  glory ; 
As  all  our  sons  will  pant  to  do, 

Whene'er  they  he^r  the  s^ory. 
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Our  gallant  Pearce  then  took  command, 
And  storm'd  the  fortress  handy  ! 

Our  Stars  were  hoisted  to  the  tune 
Of  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy  ! 

Brave  Brotvn  and  Scott  next  taug-ht  the  fpe. 

And  taug-ht  'em  mig'hty  quick,  sirs. 
That  Tje  had  still  kept  np  tJie  breed 

Of  our  Old  Seventy  Sixers  / 

There's  forty  more  as  brave  as  they. 

But  now  I  can't  recall  'em  ; 
Yet  long-  as  freemen  love  their  rights. 

Our  Country's  Pz^de  we'll  hail  'em. 

The  foe  at  last  being"  tired  out. 
With  many  a  hearty  threshing" ; 

They  all  went  down  to  J\'exv  Orleans j 
And  thought  to  g-et  possession  ! 

The  troops  of  TVellingtoji  went  there. 
His  brother,  too,  comm.anded — 

But  there  ag-ain,  they  g-ot  themselves 
All  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy' d! 

The  veteran  troops  who  conq-aer'd  Spain, 
Thought  that  our  folks  would  banish  ; 

But  Jackso]v  settled  half  their  men. 
And  made  the  rest  walk  Spanish  f 

The  foe  now  thought  'twas  time  for  peaces 

And  so  they  made  it  handy  : 
For  all  that  they  could  get  from  us, 

Was — Yankee  Doodle  Dandy  ! 

Then  keep  the  bottle  full,  my  boys. 

And  keep  it  in  rotation  ; 
We'll  drink  a  health  to  those  thatfouglk' 

The  battles  oftJie  JYatiom 


m 
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Ijong  majy  they  live,  and  long  enjoy 
The  peace  they  g'ain'd  so  handy  ; 

And  teach  their  sons  to  play  the  tunc 
Of  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy  / 


American  Sea  Song, 


I  J'ack  Mainstay  was  dear  to  his  comrades  so  time, 
^       A  lad  that  no  danger  conld  baffle  ; 
'^^  His  country  he  lov'd,  and  his  true-hearted  Sue, 
i      And  was  always  the  foremost  in  battle. 

I  Jack  said  to  his  Suke,  as  she  went  on  the  shore, 
/.      Cheer  up  my  dear  girl  \  never  mind  it ; 
I  If  I  die,  do  ye  see,  why  my  troubles  are  o'er. 
And  tars  must  take  life  as  they  find  it. 

I  My  countr}-  has  call'd  all  her  wrongs  to  redi-ess, 
?;      And  the  rights  of  the  tars  to  defend ; 
■i  Then  would  ye  be  sniv'hng,  Jacks  spirits  depress^ 
I      When  he  fights  for  so  noble  an  end. 

Fore  and  aft  we*ve  been  wrong'd  do  ye  see,  by  the 
foe, 

Nabb'd  by  land  and  by  sea  too,  that's  tougher; 
And  forc'd  'gainst  our  coimtry  to  fijht,  do  ye  know. 

Which  split  me,  a  tar  cannot  suffer. 

[Avast  then  my  Sue  !  wipe  the  tears  from  your  eye, 

A  bold  sailor  no  danger  appals ; 
I  'Tis  glorious  you  know  for  olir  country  to  die,. 
V    Then  cheer  up  'tis  my  country  that  calls. 

[My  country  !  the  land  of  the  brave  and  the  free^ 
I     Where  no  tyrant  to  scourge  us  has  power ; 
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•feien  shiver  his  timbers,  who  wouldn^t,  ye  see> 
For  that  country  expire  every  hour. 

Come  blubber  no  more,  honest  Mainstay  is  tougi* 

And  from  constancy  never  will  part; 
Life's  bark  to  a  sailor  is  nothing  but  stuff. 

If  steer'd  not  by  honor's  gi-eat  cliart. 

But  should  he  who  destroys  both  the  king-  and  the  tar. 
Send  poor  Jack  to  his  home  in  the  grave, 

3Iind  me  Sue,  teach  my  boy  for  his  country  to  war. 
And  to  (}ie,  like  a  son  of  the  wave. 


The  Soldier^s  Song, 

xrwE — ^"  Tho*  far  beyond  the  Mountains ^'^  ^c 

Ere  the  dew  on  the  valley  has  melted  away, 
Or  the  morning  bird  finish'd  his  earliest  lay ; 
With  battle-axe  keen,  and  with  bayonet  bright, 
from  the  home  of  my  childhood,  I  march  to  the 
fight. 

' Tis  true  in  that  march  I  shall  leave  far  behind 
A  father  that's  dear  and  a  mother  that's  Icind ; 
And  sometimes  when  fiercely  the  winter  winds  rise, 
My  sisters  in  anguish  may  wipe  their  blue  eyes. 

When  I  think  of  the  hall  where  so  often  I've  play'd 
And  the  tree  that  has  cool'd  me  in  summer  with 

shade ; 
The  reverend  old  Oak,  whose  majestical  form. 
Was  ne*er  withei'd  by  lightning  nor  bent  by  the 

storm. 
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When  I  think  of  the  flocks  that  I^ve  nourish'd  and 

1.  fed, 

rin  the  sunshine  of  youth,  ere  its  lustre  was  fled-, 
The  tear  of  remembrance  may  steal  to  my  eheek. 
And  my  tongue  for  a  moment  my  sufferings  maj- 
speak. 

['But  I  g-o  in  the  spirit  of  freedom  to  save, 

,  And  my  fate,  if  I  fall,  is  the  fate  of  the  brave ; 

\  I  go  where  the  fife  wakes  with  melody  shrill, 

I  And  the  watch-fire  bright  on  the  brow  of  the  hill. 

s , 

;  I  well  knov/  the  soldier's  pitiless  lot. 

And  the  scars  on  his  bosom  too  soon  are  forgot ; 

He's  awed  into  silence,  nor  dare  he  complain, 
.At  the  cold  sleety  shower  or  fast  driving  rain. 

/ 1  go  to  the  wilderness  far  in  the  west. 
Where  the   footstep    of   murder    the   soil  has  oft 

pressed; 
Where  the  billowy  lake  in  the  summer  breeze  plays, 
^nd  thirsting  for  carnage  the  red  savage  strays. 

.Then  father  and  mother,  and  sisters  adieu! 
^^Tis  my  country  I  weep  for,  remembering  you; 
'  The  reward  that  I  ask  and  the  boon  that  I  crave, 
's  the  warrior's  renown  and  the  patriot's  grave. 


.      <    19    ) 
Defence  of  Fort  J^P Henry. 

le  annexed  Song-  was  composed  under  the  follow, 
mg-  circumstances— A  gentleman  had  left  Balti- 
more,  \n  a  flag  of  tinice,  for  the  purpose  of  getting 
-eleased  from  the  British  fleet  a  friend  of  his  who 
lad  been  captured  at  Marlborough.  He  went  as  far 
IS  the  mouth  of  the  Patuxent,  and  was  not  per- 
Bitted  to  return  lest  the  intended  attack  on  Bal- 
;imore  should  be  disclosed.  He  was  therefore 
jrought  up  the  bay  to  the  mouth  of  the  Patapsco 
vhere  the  flag  vessel  was  kept  under  the  guns  of 
I  Fi-igate,  and  he  was  compelled  to  witness  the 
jombardment  of  Fort  M'Henrv,  which  the  admiral 
lad  boasted  that  he  would  carry  in  a  few  hours 
md  that  the  city  must  fall.  He  watched  the  fla<^ 
tt  the  Fort  through  the  whole  day  with  an  anxiety 
hat  can  be  better  felt  than  described,  until  the 
ught  prevented  him  from  seeing  it.  In  the  nie-ht 
le  watched  the  bomb-shells,  and  at  early  dawn 
us  eyes  was  again  gi-eeted  by  the  proudly-wavin? 
lag  of  ms  country.  ° 

TUKE-^«  Anacreon  in  Heaven.^* 

ay,  can  you  see  by  the  dawns  early  light, 
^  hat  so  proudly  we  haiPd  at  the  t^vilight^s  last 

gleammg, 
,036  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars  throue:h  the 

perilous  fight, 
>'cr  the  ramparts  we  watch'd  were  so  gallanth' 
streaming !" 
the  rocketared  glare,  the  bombs  bursting  in  air, 
proof  through  the  night  that  our  flag  was  still 

there;  *' 

'  say,  does  that  star-spangled  banner  yet  wave 
'  ^ir  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the 
brave  ? 


(    20    )  i 

On  the  shore,  dimly  seen  through  the  mists  of  thf, 
deep. 
Where  the  foe's  haughty  host  in  dread  silence  re- 
poses, 
What  is  that,  which  the  breeze  o'er  the  towering- 
steep. 
As  it  fitfully  blows,  half  conceals,  half  disclosesf 
Now  it  catches  the  gleam    of   the  morning's  first 

beam. 
In  full  glory  reflected  now  shines  on  the  stream, 
«Tis  ^e'  star-spangled  banner,  O!    long  may  it 

wave. 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the 
brave. 

And  where  is  that  band  who  is  so  vauntingly  swore. 
That  the  havoc  of  war  and  the  battle's  confusion ; 
A  home  and  a  country  shall  leave  us  no  more. 

Their  blood  has  wash'd  out  their  foul  footstep.s 

pollution. 

No  refuge  could  save  the  hirehng  and  slave. 

From  the  terror  of  flight  or  the  gloom  of  the  grave  ; 

And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  triumph  doth  wave. 

O'er  the   land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the 

brave. 

O!  thus  be  it  ever  when  freemen  shall  stand ; 

Between  their  lov'd  home,  and  the  war's  desolat  ion^ 
Blest  with  vict'ry  and  peace,  may  the  heaven  res-} 
cued  land,  i 

Praise  the  power  that  hath  made  and  preserv'd  \is> 
a  nation !  ... 

Then  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it  is  jus 
And  this  be  our  motto—'  In  God  is  our  ti-ust !'  ^^ 

And  the  star-spangled  banner  in   triumph   £    .. 

wave,  p  ,     1. 

O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  br^ 


M^i  ) 

For  the     Fourth  of  July ^ 

TUNE — "^     'nacreon  in  Heaven." 

lail,  auspiciojiis  day !      to  Americans  dear 
Vhen  the  fetters  of  si    av'r)-  were  bursted' asunder 
'Vhen  freedom  with  §    Tandeur  her  temple  did  rear 
Lnd  our  Sag-es  and  Ht    ;roes  proclaim'd  it  in  thunder 
When  with  pat    riot  piide, 
By  great  Wasbi    ngton's  side, 
>ur  warriors  the  pov/e    r  of  tyrants  defy  *d, 
And  rais'd  this  repub   Jic  which  long  shall  endure 
And  stand  like  the  pi   liars  of  heaven  secure.  * 

rwas  the  Nvill  of  an  em  pire— the  voice  of  a  world 
or  the  cause  of  a  work  1  on  that  day  depended-     ' 
;lad  miUions  rejoiced  as  ->  our  standard  unfurl'd, ' 
-nd  their  prayers  for  oui  •  welflire  to  Heaven  ascended 
Serene  *midst  the  •  storm 
Of  war's  dread  ala   rm, 
nr  Moses  on  Pisga,  ext€  'nded  his  arm, 
Repuls'd  the  proud  foe    unaw*d  by  b's  Frown 
Struck  dread  to  the  tji  -ant  and  death  to  the'croyvn. 

■r  Freedom  is  sacred,—'  twas  bought  b^'  the  brave 
le  blood  of  our  fathers  ^  ,vas  shed  to  obtain  it, 
son  of  Columbia  shall «  2'er  be  a  slave, 
e  gods  have  decreed  ai  id  we  will  maintain  it. 
Should  traitors  con  ibine, 
Firm  at  libertv's  sh  rine 
;  ^vill  stand;  and  our  a  Itars  with  glory  shall  shine 
For  no  sonof  Columb  iashaU  e'er  be  a  slave        ' 
'While  the  earth  bean  j  a  plant,  or  the  sea  rolls  a 
wave.  '  '  ^^  <* 

lame  from  our  altars  '■  w,  spreading  abroad 

lose  ray^  Jight  tfee  vfi  :>vH  and  the  nations  admire : 

B 


(    ^2    ) 

The  slave  on  whose  head  the  pr.  Dud  despot  has 

?n  his  breast  feels  enkin^^^  e  patriot  fire. 
To  the  west  it  descends. 
To  all  regions  extends, 

And  where  it  enkindles  mankin  1  become  fnends 

Thin  Hail  the  great  day  wk  ch  gave  bght  to  the 

When  Mumbia  with  glory  h    er  standard  unfvirl'd^ 

^1        T.  +T^^  tPTTinest  of  war  ove  r  Europe  has  spread, 
Sngtran^^^^^  ^^-o^  -^th  commo- 

T^v  Bride^aid  ambition  her  field   s  strew'd  with  dead, 
W^l^le  plunder  and  piracy  reig  'n'd  on  the  ocean. 
Free  from  war's  alarm, 
Our  realms  rode  the  stc 
And  shielded  has  been  by  omi 
Here  tyrants  in  vam  our  ng 
Hail  Peace,  Independence  an. 


rm, 

lipotent  arm, 
hts  may  assail, 
\  Liberty  Hail'. 


av     1^  tKP  shrill  trump  of  waj' •  be  blown  from  afar, 
Ke^we  wmmeeLnU      verge  of  the  ocean, 
St!     r^nrl  of  Alknomak  shall  |  -uide  usm  war, 
Ind  s^Slbe^e  father  andh;' Tpe  of  the  nation. 

If  with  heart  and  hand  ., 

United  we  stand, 

4. +v.^  inrfl<4  of  the  occan  or  land ; 
^i'^ZSll  «m  S^sot  of  Columbia  be  slavey 
WM^st  the  earth  bears  its  plants  or  the  s«aroUs  i 

waves.  I 


War  l^ong. 

To  arms,  to  arms,  in  b^.te  arouse 
And  boldly  take  the  ^/arbke  fiel44 


(   S3    ) 


Go  meet  the  ty 

And  point  ther 

Or  bid  the  d 

*Tis  freedom's 

Off,  noble  fr 
Loud  let  the  t 
The  dinmis  pr 

And  every  1 

Proud  Britain 

And  own  th 
Be  made  respc  i 
The  brave  tha 

For  sacred  j 

Then  warriors 

Great  indep' 
March  bravely 
Let  Quebec  rr 

And  quickh 

What  though  I  you  fall  beneath  the  pile. 

The  g-enerc    lus  heroes  tomb  is  near. 
There  sleeps  I  the  great  Montg-omery  blest. 
Brave  Wolfe  j  reclines  in  peaceful  rest ! 
The  warric  cr's  deathless  fame  is  here. 

Death!  'tis  a    name,  an  empty  sound ! 

That  ne'er    disarm'd,  nor  shook  the  braye 
Then  fig-ht  fc    r  independence  just. 
For  though  t  he  hero  sink  to  dust, 

The  wreat  h  of  g-lory  decks  his  grave. 

Fame  shall  (jixalt  his  name  to  heaven. 

And  bear    it  on  her  sacred  scroll: 
For  when  a   freeman  bravely  dies. 
His  woi-th  ]  ike  incense  shall  arise, 
TlU  flee/iing  time  shall  cease  to  roil. 


rants,  base  born  slaves, 
1  to  their  opening  graves> 
iring  vassals  yield. 

cause  invokes  your  aid, 
2emen,  hence  away; 
umpet  sound  afar, 
(Claim  the  rage  of  war, 
oyal  heart  be  gay. 

shall  be  humbled  low, 
i  equal  rights  of  man, 
ct  Columbia's  laws, 
•■  fight  in  freedom's  causq, 
istice  leads  the  van. 

rouse  shake  off  your  fears^ 
mdence  loudly  calls, 
through  Canadian  snows, 
eet  your  heaviest  blows, 
;  rase  her  towering  walls. 
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Then  rouse  to  arms,  your  c 

Hence  march  to  meet  the 

Charge  home  like  men,  mal 

And  drive  the  dogs  of  war  t 

Sound,  sound  aloud  the  ti 


onntry  calls,; 

i  foe  afan 

ie  sure  the  day. 

iway, 

limp  of  war.  - 


Elegant  Soi  ig. 


TUNE — "Bise   Colw    nbia." 

[The  words  in  Italic  are  repe    ated  in  singing-.] 

All  hail  to  Freedom's  natal  daj    % 

High  let  the  hymn  of  raptur    e  peal : 
Breathe  there,  -who  hate  a  tyrai    it's  sway ! 

Breathe  there,  who  love  thei   r  country's  weal! 
Rise  S071S  of  Freedom,  bless  the  ho    ur 
That  broke  the  chains  of  foreign  ]  power. 

In  triumph  sound  the  heroes'  pi 

Who  for  their  country  boldly 

And  mid  the  battle's  fiercest  blaz 

To  meet  the  storm  their  boso 

And  there  in  glory  sunk  to  rest 

With  virtue's  holiest  requiems  ble 

AndLAWRENCE,  thine  the  de  athless  meedj 

Dear  to  the  brave — as  honor  d  ear; 
Thine  was  the  soul  for  valor's  dee  d. 
And  thine  was  mercy's  generoi  is  tear. 
Ne'er  gallant  spirit  towered  more  h  igh. 
Nor  nobler  shall  in  battle  die. 

And  shall  the  sons  of  sires  who  bh  ^d,     . 
With  foul  dishonor  stain  their  g  raves* 


!*aise, 
'daredj 

!e, 

m  bared, 

'St. 
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\.nd  shall  the  soil  that  wraps  the  dead. 
Nurse  on  its  bosom  recreant  slaves  ? 
rbid,  hind  heaven,  the  deep  disgi'ace, 
id  save  from  blast  thy  chosen  race. 

iuick,  at  your  country's  call,  ye  brave. 
Let  from  their  sheaths,  your  faulchions  leap, 

\nd,  where  the  battle's  banners  wave. 
And  where  its  thunders  ploug-h  the  deep. 

taut,  ve  gallant  bands,  repair, 

solved  to  die  or  conquer  there. 

uO,  where  your  Father's  spirits  rise, 
And  point  the  hour  of  veng-eance  near, 

n  lightnings ^/?asA  their  kindUng  eyes. 
And  chase  affection's  lingering  teaa*. 

ey  bid  you  hasten  to  the  field, 

d  but  with  life  the  victory  yield. 

'for  dread  the  onset,  heaven  is  just. 
He  who  directs  the  rohng  sphere 
hall  smite  the  oppressor  to  tiie  dust. 
And  guide  the  patriots  bright  cai-eer. 
e,  sons  of  Freedom,  rise  once  more, 
i  guard  from  wrongs  your  native  shore. 


riie  Knight  of  the  Ragged  Fleece. 

TUNE — "  We  be  three  poor  ^^tanner^P 

We  be  tliree  poor  freebooters 

Lately  come  from  sea, 
And  tho'  we  are  not  sharp-shooters 

"VV^e've.  been  in  jeopardv, 

B  2 
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We  broke  loos^ffbm  our  tether 
And  venture  I  out  to  roam, 

Led  on  by  our  b  el  wether — 

Ah !  wou'd  we'd  staid  at  home ! 

For  soon  the  Yankee  Doodle  dogs, 
A  snappish,  mongrel  race, 

Fiercer  than  any  French  bull  frogs. 
Came  out  and  gave  us  chase. 

We  scampered  off  like  lightning, 

Manoeuvering  as  we  flew, 
But  still  the  curs  kept  frightening 

And  worrpng  off  our  crew. 

Of  eight  that  ventured  out  to  sea 
Parting  from  our  best  bowxr, 

*We  are  alas !  the  only  three 
The  curs  did  not  devour. 

And  we  have  been  most  sadly  mauled 

Especially  behind; 
Oh!  if  we  had  been  overhauled 

They  would  have  sliped  our  wind. 

Our  belwether  has  lost  his  horns 

And  cannot  buck  again : 
Oh !  had  we  never  wet  our  corns 

Except  upon  the  main. 

For  here  upon  a  httle  lake 

It's  hard  to  run  away. 
Like  rogues  w^e're  fastened  to  a  stake 

For  curs  to  bite  and  bay. 


{  S7  ) 
Song, 

■rvi^:E—"  ffail  to  the  Chief,''  &c. 

D'er  the  silver  expanse  of  wood-begirt  Erie, 

I    Columbia's  eag-ie  had  hover'd  to  view, 

rhe  march  of  her  sons  tliro'  the  wilderness  dreary, 

,   And  hop'd  that  they  victory's  path  might  pursue. 

But  when  she  view'd  tlie  field. 

Saw  Detroit's  fortress  yield, 
Saw  by  the  savag-e  our  soldiery  slain. 

Grieved,  she  her  aery  sought, 

There  in  concealment  thought 
Glory  would  ne'er  gild  her  pinions  ag-ain. 

^ot  long  had  she  sorrow'd,  when  hoarse  distant  tliun- 

der. 
With  peals  oft  repeated,  loud  rang'd  through  the 

wonder, 
he  listen'd  she  sprangfrom  her  nest,  and  with  wood; 
Saw  smoke  as  o,"  cannon  o'ershadow  the  flood. 

Sv.-iftly  she  steered  her  flight 

Where  Perrt  urg'd  the  fight. 
Dauntless  as  death  on  the  wat'ry  plain. 

When  she  saw  he  was  there, 

Banish'd  was  every  care, 
Hope  bid  her  spread  her  broad  pinions  again, 

I'er  him  she  hover'd  as  he  led  the  van  on. 
Heedless  of  danger,  tho'  shrouded  in  fire, 
o  brave  were  his  crews,  and  so  true  were  his  cannon. 
Not  long  could  be  doubtful  a  conflict  so  dire  ; 

Gladly  she  saw  the  foe, 

Laid  by  his  valor  low, 
Owii  that  resistance  to  Perry  was  vain ; 

She  on  liim  her  laurel  cast. 

Then  on  the  conquer'd  mast 
Perfjh'd  and  display'd  her  proud  pinions  agaii^ 


(    38    ) 

There  though  the  tempest  of  war  is  loud  blowing". 
Her  wing's  in  the  beams  of  his  glory  shall  shiue ; 
While  Perky  is  here,  let  our  bumpers  be  flowing. 
His  feats  on  the  water  to  honor  with  wine.. 

Quick  let  the  bottle  pass, 

Pledge  with  a  welcome  glass 
Him  who  establish'd  o'er  Erie  our  reign ; 

Wide  let  the  laurel  spread. 

O'er  his  youthful  head. 
And  the  eagle  oft  lead  him  to  conquest  again. 


The  Columbian  Sailor, 


Upon  the  sea-girt  rocky  shore. 

Sat  lovely  Anna,  fondly  wailing. 
Fearing  she  should  behold  no  more 

Her  true  love  on  the  ocean  sailing. 
**  Ah !  who,"  she  cried,  "  can  blame  my  tears  ?'' 

Be  silent  each  prudential  railer; 
You  know  not  half  the  doubts  and  fears 

I  feel  for  my  Columbian  Sailor, 
May  heaven  save,  and  guard  my  brave. 

My  gallant,  dear  Columbian  Sailor. 

Round  the  horizon  roll'd  her  eyes, 

A  speck  appear'd  and  hope  sprang  cheering; 
A  gallant  ship  she  soon  descries. 

Her  canvass  full,  the  headland  nearing, 
'"He  comes,"  she  cries,  "my  love  returns," 

While  hope  and  fear  alike  assail  her; 
Her  heart  beats  high,  her  bosom  burns, 

With  love  for  her  Columbian  Sailor. 
Ma'  heaven  save,  and  guard  my  bi  ave, 

My  gallant,  dear  Columbian  Sailor. 


(   ^9    ) 

The  anchor  cast,  the  boat  descends. 

She  tries  her  sailor  to  discover ; 
When  o'er  the  side,  borne  by  his  friends, 

Poor  Anna  saw  her  wounded  lover, 
Fast  stream'd  the  tears  adown  her  cheek. 

Her  spirits  sunk,  her  lips  grew  paler, 
She  stretch'd  her  arms,  but  could  not  speak. 

To  welcome  her  Columbian  Sailor. 
Now  Heaven  save  her  gallant  brave, 

Her  wounded,  dear  Columbian  Sailor. 

"Cheerly  my  Anna,"  Hexky  said, 

"Weep  not,  but  thank  the  heavenly  powers 
Thoug-h  sharp  the  conflict  where  I  bled, 

W^e  have  met  the  foe  and  they  are  ours. 
One  arm  lost  in  Columbia's  cause. 

While  one  remains  I  will  not  fail  her ; 
To  guard  her  liberties  and  laws, 

Or  die,  becemes  a  free-born  sailor." 
Now  heaven  save,  and  guard  each  brave^ 

Intrepid,  bold  Columbian  Sailor. 


NEW  vSONG. 
For  the  Birth  Bay  of  Washington. 

Tr>'E — "  The  dushy  night  rides  dmvn  the  sky." 

Tliis  day  we  hail  with  pure  delight, 

This  day  the  Star  appeared; 
The  western  star  which  shone  so  bright, 
The  western  star  wMch  shone  so  bright. 
To  Liberty  endeared; 

T/ien  let  the  bvmper  fou; 

Then  let  the  bumper  forj. 

Then  let  the  bumper  f-oiv, 

■  '  Then  let  the  bimper  fo~w. 
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The  Hero  of  Mount  Vemon  came ; 

He  loud  applause  did  gain. 
And  Britain  trembled  at  his  name, 
And  Britain  trembled  at  liis  name, 

Who  snapt  her  tyrant  chain. 

For  briskly  did  he  go,  &(', 
When  first  Columbia  rais'd  her  voice. 

To  crush  oppressions  band. 
At  once  the  thirteen  states  rejoice. 
At  once  the  thirteen  states  rejoice, 

To  shield  their  common  land, 

^^nd  quickly  did  they  go^  i^c. 
That  foe  ag-ain  invades  our  shore. 

Now  war's  alarm  increase. 
But  yet  a  mighty  hand  once  more, 
But  yet  a  mig-hty  hand  once  more. 

Shall  aid  us  till  it  cease. 

And  cheerful  7ve  will  go,  &c. 
With  eag-er  steps  each  Freedom's  son, 

Shall  take  the  g-lorious  field, 
And  like  the  g-reat  brave  Washingloii, 
And  like  the  great  brave  Washington, 

Shall  scorn  his  rig-hts  to  yield. 

Bvt  afghting  we  shall  go,  &c. 
Our  wreath  of  Fame*  shall  never  fade. 

Our  comm,erce  shall  be  free ; 
Nor  s"  all  our  sailors  be  betray 'd, 
Nor  shall  our  sailors  be  betray'd. 

To  bonds  of  slavery. 

JSnt  bravely  they  shall  go,  &c. 
This  sacred  day  we  pledge  the  word. 

Our  glor ;,  to  maintain ; 
And  roond  her  throne  we'll  draw  the  sword, 
And  round  her  thvone  we'll  d:aw  the  sword, 

To  guard  Cglujnbia's  fame. 

Then  let  the  bumper  Jioio,  &c. 
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J\*ew  Orleans,  or 
The  Sons  of  the  West, 

AiH — "  John  Bull  once  caught  a  Tartar^ 

Brave  Sons  of  the  west,  your  deeds  of  renown. 

Unfold  a  new  scene  for  the  world  to  admire, 
Your  valor  unrivalled,  all  Europe  will  crown. 

As  a  subject  for  praise,  and  a  theme  for  the  lyre  : 
You've  ennobled  the  waters  on  which  you  were  born, 

Mississippi  emerg-es  resplendent  in  story — 
Mid  the  scenes  that  with  triumph  our  country  adorn. 

New  Orleans  arises  unequalled  in  glory. 

Brave  Sons  of  the  west,  the  blood  in  j^our  veins, 

At  danger's  approach,  waited  not  for  persuaders ; 
You  rush'd  from  your  mountains,  your  hills,  and  your 
plains, 

And  followed  your  streams  to  repel  the  invaders  : 
You  came,  you  encounter'd,  you  conquer'd  the  host. 

That  Britain  had  dared  to  debark  on  your  shores ; 
New  Orleans,  forever,  your  valor  will  boast. 

And  Mississippi  murmur  your  praise  as  it  pours. 

Proud  leaders  of  Britain,  your  fortune  behold ! 

Embarked  in  "  a  secret  and  grand  expedition," 
You  sail^to  gain  triumphs,  and  eke  to  get  gold; 

Youla^ed,  marched  forward — and  met  your  per- 
dition! 
The  plain  of  New  Orleans  ensanguined  and  red. 

With  Britain's  best  blood,  affords  illustration; 
How  many  fine  columns  to  coiiquest  were  led ! 

How  few  have  returned  fix)m  the  *'  grand  demon- ' 
stration!" 
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At  a  point  so  remote,  you  hoped  to  surprise 
And  find  a  rich  city  devoid  of  protection ; 

You  knew  not  what  faithful  and  vigilant  eyes 
I       Were  watching-  your  movements  in  every  direction ; 
I  With  the  eye  of  an  Eagle  when  guarding-  his  nest, 
[      MoxnoE  saw  their  fav'rite,  New  Orleans  in  danger. 
[  And  sent  to  brave  Jacksox  the  sons  of  the   west, 
[     To  welcome  and  bury  the  bones  of  the  stranger. 

[Brave  Sons  of  the  weSt,  all  Europe  will  praise 

I     The  promptness  with  which  you  performed  your 

commission ;  ■ 
The  world  will  admit  that  your  conduct  display'd, 

A  zeal  to  move  on  with  "  a  great  expedition," 
E'en  Wellington's  duke  who  in  France  and  in  Spain, 

Oft  sacritied  legions  of  Bonaparte's  martyrs, 
Will  swear,  when  he  hears  that  liis  Generals  are  slain, 

Om;  western  back  woodsmen  are  certainlv  Tartars. 


Columbia  Rules  the  Waves. 

TUKE — ''Lash  to  the  Ifelm.** 

Columbia's  tars,  Columbia's  boast, 
Arise  and  gxiard  your  troubled  coast; 

Again  the  demon  war  alarms 

.Come  let  us  rise,  and  rush  to  arms. 

The  briny  tide. 

We'll  cheerful  ride, 

In  spite  of  Britain's  slaves  ; 

Our  flag  unhurl'd. 

Shall  teach  the  world, 
Columbia  rules  the  waves 
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Like  tars  of  freedom  let's  unite. 
And  for  our  country's  honor  fight ; 
Our  starry  bunting  wide  unfurl' d. 
Shall  float  victorious  round  the  world.A 

For  ever  free. 

The  seas  shall  be. 

In  spite  of  Britain's  slaves. 

Come  let  us  show, 

The  daring  foe, 

Columbia  ndes  the  ivaves. 

Like  Hull,  Decatur,  Rogers,  Jones., 
Perry,  and  other  mighty  ones. 
We'll  cruise  the  troubled  ocean  o'er. 
And  thunder  round  each  hostile  shore! 

Like  Porter  too, 

And  his  brave  crew, 

Who  fought  the  lawless  slaves^ 

The  murderous  train. 

We'll  teach  again, 

Columbia  rules  the  waves. 

Come  hand  and  heart,  then  let  us  g% 
And  seek  the  base,  insulting  foe ; 
Columbia's  sons  alone  shall  ride^ 
Victorious  o'er  the  briny  tide. 

The  briny  tide, 

Our  ships  shall  ride. 

In  spite  of  Britain's  slaves ; 

Our  flag  unhurl'd, 

Shall  teach  the  world, 
'Columbia  rules  the  wave^. 
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British  Prudence, 

Sure  Master  John  Bull,  fears  the  fate  of  his  friends^ 
Or  of  his  own  prowess  be^nneth  to  doubt; 
Since  fn£-ates  abroad  under  convoy  he  sends. 
Least  some  impudent  Yankee,  should  alter  their  route. 
For  so  long  as  the  Yankees  a  ship  can  create, 
John  Bull  will  remember  the  lessons  they  gave; 
Will  remember  the  Java's  and  G-uerriere's  fate,' 
So  long  as  his  frigates  dare  peep  o'er  the  wave. 

With  a  ship  of  the  line,  British  frigates  now  go, 
Like  lubberly  louts  to  skulk  under  her  quarter; 
Lest  a  bold  Macedonian  should  take  them  in  tow. 
And  teach  them  the  cunn  that  i>eca«wr  had  taught  her. 

'Tis  only  small  game  that  now  comes  in  our  way. 
And  the  iate  of  the  simple  Epervier  was  hard : 
Our  Peacock  has  peck'd  that  forlorn  bird  of  prey. 
Who  came  with  intention  to  rob  our  barn-yard. 

And  every  robber,  whose  arrogant  tones. 
Command  equal  force  'gainst  Columbia's  banner. 
Shall  find  a  Hull,  BainhHdge,  Decatur  or  Jones, 
Or  a  Warrington  ready  to  teach  them  good  manners,. 


•J\*ew  Song, 

•*Tis  sti'ange  that  the  Britain,  by  thinking  who  rules. 
Should  think  bold  republicans  cowards  and  fools ; 
Yet  think  royal  riband,  star  garter  and  cords. 
Make  statesmen  of  courtiers,  and  heroes  of  lords'. 
Americans  firm,  man  to  man,  evermore 
Will  beat  as  our  fathers  beat  Britons  before. 
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Probose  scare  so  lie  lef  allbehine, 
powder,  ball,,  cannon,  tea-pot  and  kittle — 
Some  say  he  cotch  a  cote — trouble  in  he  min; 
Couse  he  eat  so  much  raw  and  cole  vittle — 

t'ncle  Sam  berry  sorr}', 

To  be  sure  for  he  puin ; 
Wish  he  nuss  herself  up  well  and  harty — 

For  Gen'ral  M'Comb, 

And  Mussa  'Donough  home, 
When  he  notion  for  a  nudde    tea  party 


Farewell  Peace, 

TUXE — '^  Banish  Son^o-w.'' 

Farewell  Peace,  an  other  crisis. 

Call  us  to  the  L\st  appeal; 

Made  when  Monarchs  a,nd  their  vices. 

Leaves  no  arg"ument  but  steel. 

When  on  justice  and  oppression 

Dare  avow  the  tvrants  plea ; 

Who  would  recommend  submission. 

Virtue  bids  us  to  be  free. 

History  spreads  her  page  before  us, 
Thae  enrolls  the  ample  scroll; 
Truth  unfolds  us  to  assure  them, 
That  State^uited  ne'er  can  fdl. 
See  in  the  annals  of  Greek  and  Rome^, 
What  immortal  deeds  we  find; 
V/hen  thv:;se  g-aliant  sons  of  woman. 
In  their  country^s  cause  combin-d. 

Sons  of  Freedom  brave  descendent-:. 
Of  a  i-ace  of  heroes  tried; 
To  preserve  our  ^wlt-pcadence^ 
Let  all  Europe  be  defied! 
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Let  net  all  the  world  united, 
Rob  us  of  our  sacred  rig-ht — 
Every  patr'ot-s  heai-t  delig-htcd. 
In  his  country's  cause  to  iig-ht. 

Come  then  war  with  hear,  s  elated.. 
To  thy  standard  we  will  fly ; 
Every  bosom  animated, 
Either  to  live  free  or  die. 
Ma}^  the  rich  that  shrink  from  duty 
Or  deserts  the  glorious  strife ; 
Never  know  tiie  smiles  of  Eeautv, 
Nor  the  blessing's  cf  a  Wife. 


Columbians  Sons. 

TUK-E — "  The  .'Irethnsa.'' 


Columl)ia*^s  sons  prepare,  unite. 
Now  for  your  country's  freedom  fight, 
Vnd  with  your  swords  mahitain  her  righu 

'Gainst  pride  and  persecution  ; 
And  while  you  scourge  our  haughty  foe??, 
I'll  sing  the  martial  deeds  of  thoMJi 
Whose  metal  tried. 
Soon  lower'd  the  pride, 
Of  Dacres,  v.ho  brave  Hull  defxcd  ^ 

On  board  tliiC  Constitution. '    • 

Nineteenth  of  August  half  past  two. 
And  past  meridian  came  in  view 
The  CJueri'iere  frigate  v.'ith  her  crew, 
AH  fii''d  with  resolution; 
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The  boasting  diieftain  bent  liis  coiu'se, 
Resolv'd  to  put  his  threats  in  force, 

x\nd  witii'his  guns, 

Subdue  the  sons. 
Of  Yankees,  who  no  danger  shunsy 
On  board  the  Constitution. 

Our  gallant  ship  now  swiftly  flies. 
And  everj"  man  his  gun  supplies, 
While  our  commander  cheerly  cries. 

Evince  your  resolution; 
With  ardor  each  to  aciion  springs, 
Whilst  with  three  cheers  Lhe  welkin  rings 
Our  foes  aniuzd 
Vv  ith  wonder  gaz'd. 
To  see  Columbia's  standard  rais'^d. 

On  board  the  Constitution. 

The  Guerriere  s  balls  flew  thick  and  hot 
Around  us,  which  we  answer  d  not. 
But  steer  d  till  within  pistol  shot, 

Resoiv'd  on  execution; 
Our  first  broadside  like  thunder  rpar'd. 
And  brought  the  mizeu  by  the  board, 
.  Her  main-mast  too 
And  fore-mast  flew  ^ 
In  pieces,  w^hile  ouj"  jovial  crew. 

Huzzaed  the  Constitution. 
When  Dacres  first  received  this  check, 
And  saw  the  Guerriere  a  wreck, 
Himself  a  prisoner  on  the  deck. 

His  ship's  crew  in  confusion; 
Perceived  the  Yankee  boys  on  board, 
With  grief  beheld  the  union  lower'd ; 
All  hope  now  fled. 
He  sighing  sa:d. 
The  God  of  war  to  victory  led — 

Brave  Huii  in  the  Constitution. 


This  Briton  oft  had  made  his  boast. 
He'd  with  his  crew,  a  chosen  host. 
Pour  full  destruction  round  our  coast. 

And  work  a  revolution ; 
Urg  d  by  his  pride  a  challenge  sent. 
Bold  Rodgers  in  tne  President, 
Wishing  to  meet 
]Him  tete-a-tete, 
Or  one  his  equal  from  our  fleet- 
Such  was  the  Constitution. 

Columbia's  sons '   each  jovial  soul. 
Whose  glowing  breast  contemns  control, 
Rejoice  around  the  sparkhng  bowl. 

While  wine  flows  in  profusion; 
First  Washington,  our  country's  boasts 
The  Congi-ess  next  shall  he  our  toast  1    ' 
Our  third  is  due 
Brave  H  '11  and  crew. 
Then  all  who  hold  our  rights  in  view — 
And  guard  the  Constitution. 


The  American  Star. 

TTJ>-E— "  Captain  O'Kane.'^ 

Come,  strike  the  bold   anthem,  the    war-dogs  ar^ 
howhng, 
Already  they  eagerly  snuff  up  their  prey ; 
The  red  clouds  of  war  o'er  our  forest  are  scowling. 
Soft  peace  spreads  her  wings  and  flies  weeping 
away ; 
The  infants  afrighted,  cling  close  to  their  mothers; 
The  youth  grasp  their  swords  for  the  combat  pre- 
pare. 


While  beauty  weeps,  fathers,  andlovers,  andbrotlietgj 
Who  rush  to  display  the  American  star. 

Come  blow  the  shrill  bugle,  the  loud  drum  awaken. 

The  dread  rifle  seize,  let  the  cannon  deep  roar; 
No  heart  with  pale  fear  or  faint  doubting"  be  shaken. 

No  s]ave*s  hostile  foot  leave  a  print  on  our  shore. 
Shall  mothers,   wives,    daughters    and    sisters    left 
weeping, 

Insulted  by  rufiians  be  drag^dto  despair? 
0,  no ! — froni  the  hills  the  proud  eagle  comes  sweep- 
ing, 

And  waves  to  the  brave  the  American  star. 

The  spirits  of  Washington,  Warren,  Montgomery, 

Look   down  from  the  clouds  with  bright  aspect 
serene ; 
Come  soldiers,  a  tear,  and  a  toast  to  their  memory ; 

Rejoicing,  they'll  see  us  as  they  once  have  been  : 
To  us  the  high  boon  by  the  gods  have  been  granted 

To  spread  the  glad  tidings  of  liberty  far ; 
Let  miUions  invade  us,  we'll  meet  them  undaunted. 

And  conquer  or  die  by  the  American  star. 

Your  hands,  then,  dear  comrades,  round hberty's  akar. 

United:  we  swear  by  the  souls  of  the  brave, 
JsTot  one  from  the  strong  resolution  shall  falter. 

To  live  independent,  or  sink  in  the  grave. 
Then  freemen,  file  up !  lo,  the  strip'd  bannei's  flying, 

The  high  birds  of  hberty  streams  through  the  air. 
Beneath  her  oppression  and  tyranny  dying 

Success  to  the  beaming  American  star. 
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A  Parody  on  the  American  Star, 

TTiXE — The  same. 

Come  strike  up  an  anthem ;    the  war  dogs  cease 
howling", 

Already  they  eagerly  flee  o'er  the  plain ; 
The  red  c^.oud  of  war  o'er  our  land's  no  more  scowling : 

Soft  peace  views  the  scene,  and  returns  once  again. 
The  infant  now  smiling  is  clasp'd  by  its  mother, 

The  youth  sheaths  his  sword  and  for  pleasm-e  pre- 
pares ; 
While  beauty  smiles  sweetly  on  lovers  and  brothers, 

Who  have  crowned  with  laurels  the  American  star- 

At  the  loud  sound  of  peace,  let  all  cowards  awaken,. 

Who  dreaded  the  rifle  and  cannon's  deep  roar, 
No  more  with  pale  fear  or  faint  doubting  be  shaken. 

The  foes  hostile  foot  treads  no  more  on  our  shores. 
No  more,  vmprotected  the  female's  left  weeping, 

Insulted  by  ruffians  ov  dragsred  to  despair ; 
Behold  from  our  frontier  the  Britons  retreating, 

Dismay'd  by  tlie  brilliant  American  Star. 

The  spirit  of  Lawrence,  of  Pike  and  of  Burrows, 

Look  down  from  the  heavens  with  aspect  serene  : 
Come  sailors,  and  soldiers,  a  tear  for  those  heroes, 

jiejcicing  they'll  see  us  in  peace  once  again  : 
To  us  the  high  boon  by  the  Gods  has  been  granted. 

To  spread  the  glad  tidings  of  liberty  far ; 
When  thousands  invaded  we  met  them  undaunted, 

And  fought  and  defended  the  Ajnerican  star. 

Your  hands  then,  dear  comrades,  round  hbei-ty's  altar, 
United  we>ve  ibught  by  the  side  of  the  brave ; 

If  any  vvere  found  in  the  contest  to  frJter, 

Their  weakness  we'll  pity — 'tis  all  they  can  crave 
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I'hen  freemen,  return  to  your  homes  vvitli  assuraiiae^. 

The  Hon  of  Britain  is  driven  afar ; 
No  more  he'll  invade,  or  with  baneful  influence. 

Invite  the  fell  savag-e  to  tarnish  our  star, 


JSTaval  Song. 

By  E.   C.  Holland. 

Hig-h  fill  the  bowl,  and  round  it  twine. 

The  laurel-wreath  of  faine, 
The  wreath  that  blooms  thro'  latest  timei 

To  deck  the  heroe's  name. 
To  Perkt,  and  his  gallant  host. 

The  sparkling-  wine  shall  flow  ; 
Thej^tam'd  the  pride  ofBritains  boast^ 

And  broug'ht  her  g'lory  low. 

Stern  o'er  the  dark  tempestuous  wave.. 

That  heaves  its  sullen  swell ; 
O'er  many  a  hero  bold  and  brave. 

Who  in  that  combat  fell. 
The  shouting  host  of  freemen  rose^ 

Unfurl'dthe  flag  of  fight, 
And  bade  defiance  to  their  foes, 

To  Britain  and  her  m.ight. 

To^^'^ther  now  the  squadrons  ride. 

The  thundering  cannons  roar ; 
The  lightning  flash  from  side  to  side. 

And  slaughter  wades  in  gore. 
Fierce  horror  now,  patrols  the  deckj 

To  swell  the  rage  of  fight ; 
And  tumult  flies  with  hurri'd  step. 

And  wild  averted  sight, 


Where  Pebhy  mov«d,  the  g-od  of  war, 

More  fiercely  seem'd  to  glow. 
Destruction  hke  a  baleful  star. 

Rained  terror  on  the  foe. 
From  soul,  to  soul,  the  pride  of  fame, 

The  love  of  country  flies ; 
And  every  heart  received  the  flame, 

That  lightened  in  his  eyes. 

No  longer  rocks  the  battles  sweep, 

On  Erie's  stormy  tide  ; 
But  o'er  its  wild  and  ruffled  deep. 

Victorious  !  Perry  rides  : 
Rise  !  freemen  of  Columbia,  rise, 

Exalt  the  hero's  name  ; 
Thro'  distant  lands,  and  foreign  skies^ 

Sound!  sound  the  trump  of  fame. 


Song. 


Written  upon  the  British  troops  landing  at  North 
Point,  with  a  view  to  attack  Baltimore. 

TUNE — "  Ye  Mariners  of  England^ 

O  haste  ye  youthful  warriors,  fly 

To  seek  the  invaded  shore  ; 
How  warm  each  heart !  how  fires  each  eye], 
.    As  loud  the  cannons  roar. 
They  land,  the  hostile  legions. 
Destruction  marks  their  way ; 

But  ye  go,  to  meet  the  foe, 

Let  victory  crown  the  day ; 
Remember  days  that  made  us  free. 

Let  victory  crown  the  day. 
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When  Britain  meets  us  on  the  wave. 
Our  flag-  triumphant  flies ; 

Her  ships  soon  find  an  ocean  grave. 
Our  fame  salites  the  skies ; 

No  doubtful  foreign  foe  is  there 

To  fall  an  easy  prey 

On  the  wave,  we  are  brave. 
And  victory  crowns  the  day, 

Lo  !  Lawrence  triumph'd  o'er  the  foet 
And  victory  crown'd  the  day. 

Then  warri.ors  on  shore  be  brave. 
Your  wives  and  homes  defend ; 

Those  precioRS  boons  be  true  to  save,  , 
And  hearts  and  sinews  lend. 

O  think  upon  your  father  s  fame. 

For  glory  mark'd  their  way  : 

And  this  foe,  aim'd  the  blow, 
But  victory  crown'd  the  day. 

Then  emulate  those  deeds  of  yore, 
Let  victory  crow  the  day. 

See  !  see  !  their  sacred  warhke  forms ! 

Ye  visions  g-lad  our  sig-ht ! 
Bending-  from  midst  surrounding- stonns. 

They  view  us  in  the  fig-ht ; 
Then  comrades,  let  us  never  yield 
Or  stain  this  brilliant  day ; 
Let  us  die,  be  the  cry. 
So  victory  crowns  the  day, 
Tliink  on  our  ocean  warriors'  fame  ; 
Let  victory  crown  the  day. 

They  fall !  they  fly  !  they  seek  the  wave 
That  wafts  them  from  the  shore — 

Haste — ^haste — pursue — let  nothing  save  : 
Quick  let  the  cannons  roar. 
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Now  from  the  battle's  wave  return'a. 
Our  kindred  throng  the  way ; 

And  with  smiles  for  our  toils, 
Hail  victory's  happy  da}- ; 
While  song's  of  joy  and  mii*th  resDund. 
For  victory's  g-lorious  day. 


HiilVs  Victory. 

TUNE — ^' A  Landlady  ofF^anceP 

1  often  have  been  told  ,  of  those  British  sailors  bold, 
That  could  beat  the  lars  of  France,  quite  neat  and 
handy»  O  ! 

But  they  never  met  their  match,  till  the  Yankees  did 
them  catch. 
And  the  Yankees  for  fig-hting  are  the  dandy,  O  ! 

Now  the  Guerriere  so  bold,  o'er  the  foaming  ocean 

roll'd  .  "■ 

Commanded  by  great  Dacres  that  grandee,  O ! 

With  as  stout  a  British  crew,  as  a  rammer  ever  drew. 

They  could  beat  the  Frenchm.en  two  to  one  quite 

handy,  O ! 

Now  v»' hen  our  frigate  hove  in  view,  said  Dacres  to 
his  crew. 
My  lads  prepare  for  action,  come  be  handy,  O  ! 
On  the  weather  gage  boys  get  her,  and  to  make  Iiis 
men  fight  better, 
He  gave  them  giuipowder  and  brandy,  O  ! 

Jfowthis^boasting  captain  cries,  you  must  make  thi^ 
ship  your  prize,  '  -    *? 

You  can  do  it  in  thirty  minutes  so  handy,  O ! 
Ih  twenty -five  I'm  sure,  if  you  do  it  in  a  score, 
'    I'll  give  you  double  allowance  of  brandy,  O^ ! 
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CoiueGlieer  up  vny  lively  lads,  we'll  see  how  quici:. 
we'll  beat  'em, 
We'll  teach  these  rebel  dog's,  we're  the  dandy,  O  ! 
And  when  prisoners    w^e  have    made    them,    with 
sv/itchel  we  will  treat  them, 
And  we'll  welcome    them    with  Yankee   doodle 
dandy,  O ! 

Now  these  British-balls  flew  hot,  vrhich  the  Yankees 
answered  not, 
Until  within  a  distance  that  was  handy,  O  ! 
Now  savs  Hull  linto  his  crew,  wc^ll  Uv  what  we   can- 
do. 
To  beat  those  boasting'  Britons,  'twill  be  the  dandv. 
O  i 

The  first  broadside  vre  pour'd,  broug-ht  the  mizen  by 
the  board. 
Which  douc'd  the  roval  ensig-n  so  neat  and  handy, 
O!'  '  V*? 

Now  Dacres  he  sig-h'd,  and  to  his  officers  he  cri'd, 
Idid  not  think  the  Yankees  were  so  handy,  O  ! 

Our  second  told  so  well,  that  the   fore   and  main 
mast  fell, 
Which  made  this  lofty  vessel  look  quite  bandy,  O ! 
Now  Dacres  cpied  we're  done,  so  he  fir'd  liis  lee  gun. 
And  our  drummer  struck  up  Yankee  doodle  dan- 
dy, O ! 

Vrhen  Dacres  came  on  board,  to  deliver  up  his  sword, 
Wliich  he  was  loath  to  part  Avith  'twas  so  hand}',  O ! 

You  may  keep ^h  says  brave  Hull  v.hat  makes  you 
look  so  dull. 
Cheer  up  my  lad,  and  take  a  g-lass  of  brandy,  O  ! 

Now  charge  youi*  glasses  full,  drink  health  to  gallant 
Hull, 
And  so  merrily  we'll  pass  about  the  brand}%  O  '' 


T 

John  Bull  may  boast  his  fill,  and  the  world  say  what 

it  will. 

But  the  Yankee  boys  for  fig-hting-are  the  dandy,  O, 


Lilli'biill-ero. 

When  Guerriere,  Dacres,  from  Halifax  saiPd, 
He  boasted  that  he  the  ocean  would  sweep. 
And  to  his  mast  head  som.e  canvas  he  nail'd, 
To  scare  every  Yankee  that  fuiTow'd  the  deep. 

Chorus. 

American  seamen  as  well  as  our  yeomen. 
Will  fig'ht  for  tae  flag'  of  our  nation, 
And  old  Johnny  Bull,  m,ay  yet  have  his  full, 
"When  he  visits  his  Yankee  relation. 
With  his  mh-buil-ero-lilli-bull-a. 

Near  the  banks  of  New  Foundl.a.d  the  British  fell  m 

With  a  brave  little  crew  of  American  tars ; 

Both  frigates  well  found,   both    crews  with  hearts 

swelling-. 
None  shrunk  from  the  conflict,  none  dreaded  their 

scars. 
American  seamen,  &c. 

The  high  sounding  threat,  flying  at  the  mast  head, 
Appai'd  not  the  hearts  of  a  newly  ship'd  crew  ; 
Each  man  to  his  gun  advanc'd  withotft  dread. 
Like  heroes  they  fought  to  America  tru^. 
American  eeamen,  &c. 

The  British  had  boasted  for  twenty  long  years. 
By  force  nearly  equal  tliey  never  were  beat ; 
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That  tlie  French  seldom  meet  them  without  maiiy 

fears, 
."x\nd  always  take  care  to  secure  a  retreat." 
American  seamen,  Sec. 

Tha  g-ood  Constitution  commanded  by  Hull, 
Away  threw  no  powder  and  wasted  no  bidl ; 
Each  shot  that  she  fired  spoke  loud  to  John  Bull, 
Ship  to  ship  my  brave  messmates,  our  foe  must  soon 
fall. 
American  seamen,  &c. 

The  laurel  which  Britain  so  nobly  liad  worn, 
Achiev'd  by  her  Nelsons,  St.  Vincents,  and  Blakes ; 
Prom  her  brows  in  a  moment  was  g-allantly  torn, 
By  the  brave  captain  Hull  in  his  g-ame  of  sweep- 
stakes. 
American  seamen,  &c. 

:  Long-  life  to  our  gallant  defenders  at  sea, 
,  Success  to  the  soldiers  who  guard  our  frontiers^ 
I  May  Quebec  feel  the  shock  of  men  born  free, 
j  And  Canada  tremble  before  our  three  cheers. 
I      American  seamen,  &c. 

Political  squables  may  each  other  provoke, 
1  hate  their  damn'd  jargon,  give  me  but  the  lads 
Wiio  will  stand  their  quarters,  amid  fire  and  smoke, 
Tho'  surrounded  by  smoke  will  never  look  sad. 
American  seamen,  &c. 

,  Since  war  is  the  v/ord,  let  us  strain  every  nerve 
To  humble  the  fion^  our  greatness  incre:-.se  ; 
Then  shoulder  yaur  firelocks  \  our  covintry  preserve 
Since  the  hotter  the  vrar  boys  the  sooner  eome's 
peace. 
American  seamen,  8cr. 


Charge  the  Can  Cheerly. 


Now  coil  up  your  nonsense  'bout  England's  great 
navy,  ^ 

And  take  in  yom*  slack  about  oak-hearted  tars; 
For  frigates  as  stout  and  as  gallant  crews  have  we, 

Or  how  came  her  Macedon  deck'd  with  our  stars  ? 
Yes,  how  came  her  Guerriere,  her  Peacock  and  Java, 

All  sent  broken  ribb'd  to  old  Davy,  of  late ; 
How  came  it!    why  spht  me!    then  Britons    vrere 
braver. 
And  that  shall  they  feel  too,  whenever  we  meet! 
Then  charg-e  the  can  cheerly. 
Pass  it  round  merrily, 
ilere's  to  our  country  and  captains  commanding ; 
To  all  who  inherit. 
Of  i^awrence  the  spirit, 
Disdaining  to  strike  while  a  stick  ia  left  standing. 

Nay,  if  unawares  we  should  run  (a  fresh  gale  in) 

.  Close  in  with  a  squadron,  we'd  laugh  at  'cm  all  ,■ 
We'd  tip  mister  Bull  such  a  sample  of  sailing. 

As  should  cause  him  to  fret  like  a  pig  in  a  squalJ, 
We'd  shew  the  vain  boaster'of  numbers  superior, 
Tho'  he  and  his  slaves  at  the  notion  may  sneer, 
In  skill,  as  in  courage,  tons  they're  inferior. 

For  the  longer  they  chase  us,' the  less  we've  to  fear. 
Then  charge  the  can,  &c.  &c. 

But  sliovild  a  razee  be  espied  ahead  nearly, 

To  ~  fetch  her  we'd  crov/d   eveif  stich  we  could 
make ; 
Down  chests,  and  up  hammocks,  we'd  heave-a-'way 
cheerly, 
And  ready  for  action  we'd  be  in  a  shake. 
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For  lier  swag-gering,  cut  throug-li,  and  her  metal  not 
caring-. 
Till  up  A\  ith  her  close,  our  fire  should  be  witliheld ; 
Then  pour'd  in  so  hot,  that  her  imngl'd  crew  fearing", 
A  trip  to  the  bottom  shoidd  speedily  yield. 
Then  charge  the  can,  Sec.  &c. 

Britannia,  although  she  beleague:  our  coast  now. 
The  dread  of  our  wives  and  sw-ethearts  as  well, 

Ofinilinff  the  tvaves,  has  less  reasoi  to  boast  now, 

.    As  Dacres,  and  Garden,  and  Whnyates  can  tell. 

Enroll'd  in  our  annals  live  Hidl  anc  Decatur, 

Jones,  Lawrence,  and Bainbridge  Columbia's  pride: 

The  pride  of  our  navy,  which  sooner  or  later, 
Shall  on  the  wide  ocean  trivmiphnitly  ride. 
Then  charge  the  can,  &.c.  &c. 


Immortal  Washington. 

TUNE — "v4  Base  Tree  infuUkanng-.^^ 

Columbia's  greatest  glory. 
Was  her  lo',  'd  chief— fair  freedoii's  friend ; 

Whose  fame  renowned  in  story 
Shall  last  till  time  itself  shall  end 

Ye  Muses  bring,  your  harps  anl  sing, 
Sweet  lays  that  in  smooth  numbe-s run; 

In  praise  of  our  lost  hero. 
The  great  Immortal  Washingtoi. 

His  fame  through  future-age, 
Cohimbia's  freeborn  sons  shall 'aise  ; 

The  theme  all  hearts  engage, 
All  tongues  skall  join  to  sing  \&  praise. 

With  joy  soiind  forth  liis  virtous  woitfe^ 
And  tell  the  glorious  acts  he's  cone ; 

Of  all  mankind  the  greatest, 
Was  our  beloved  Washington, 
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And  oh!  thou  great  Creator, 
Who  form'd  hisyouth  and  watch 'd  his  ag-e ; 

Until  in  cour^  of  nature 
Thoucall'd  himjfrom  this  earthly  stag-e. 

Great  pow'r  libove,  enthrone  in  love. 
The  HERO,  whojfrom  us  is  g"one. 

And  cherish  In  thy  bosom, 
Our  virtuous  c^ef,  Great  WASHiJfGTo:??. 


le  Ship  Boys, 

'rvs-El-"Jack  of  Greenwich.'* 

Come,  messmat^  cheerly  lead  the  night. 

And  toast  eacl  absent  beauty; 
Mayhap  we'll  blied  e'er  morning's  light, 

What  then ;   yhy  'tis  our  duty. 
On  sea  or  shore  in  peace  or  strife, 

What  e'er  thj  cause  tnat  breeds  it^ 
A  tar  knows  hok^  to  give  his  life. 

When  e'er  h  i  country  needs  it. 
We've  somethiig  too,  to  give  our  foes. 

If  they  do'nt  ^i'e's  the  slip,  boys. 
We'll  give  theif  bi/)adsides,  blood,  and  blows 

But,  "Don't  ^iv^  up  the  ship  boys.'* 
1  he  ship  boys,"  &g. 

When  o'er  Nantutet's  fatal  wave,   • 

Our  Lawrence  aught  the  battle ; 
And  for  a  hero's  f own  or  grave. 

Bade  all  his  thiJders  rattle : 
Says  he,  "my  lacJ  you  know  the  wa}'. 

To  fighting  foo  give  slaughter ; 
And  should  our  ulor  win  the  day, 

Then  give  th^anquish'd  quarter.'' 


But,  when  capsized,  the  words  that  laSt- 

Hung-  on  liis  dying"  lip  boys, 
"Were,  "Let  our  flag  still  crown  the  maSt* 

And  don't  give  up  the  ship  boys.** 
The  ship  boys,  &C. 

On  hammock,  bloody,  wet  or  dry. 

We  all  must  pay  our  score  boys ; 
But  death  and  dangers  all  my  eye, 

We've  seen  their  face  before  boys. 
I^ith  Hull,  we  stood  the  Guerriere*s  fotde. 

And  doff'd  the  pride  of  Dacres ; 
Who  swore  he  thought  the  joke  too  coarse. 

From  modest  Yankee  quakers. 
Whem  Bainbridge  too,  the  good  and  brave> 

Just  spoiled  the  Java's  trip  boys. 
We  swore  upon  that  crimson  wave, 

We'd  ne*er  give  up  our  ship  boys.'^  ■   '^ 
The  ship  boys,  8cC. 

^ow,  what's  the  use  to  talk  all  night, 

*fiout  Morris,  Jones,  Decatur; 
The  foe  to  beat  in  eo^ual  fight, 

God  bless  'em  'tis  their  nature. 
And  long  before  dishonor*s  shoal. 

Brings  up  our  gallant  navy. 
There's  many  a  noble  Briton*s  soxjl. 

Must  weigh  for  grim  old  davy. 
For  all  in  scripture  lingo  pat. 

Our  Chaplain  proves  it  glip  boys. 
That,  "  pugnam  bonam,*'  and  all  that. 

Means,  "Dont  ^ve  up  the  ship  boysi' 
The  ship  boys,  he. 

So  fill  to  a  Yankee  seaman's  creed— 

His  heart  he  gives  his  fairegt ; 
His  purse  and  cheer  to  a  brother's  neec^ 

With  eongs  and  fids  o*  th'  rarest : 
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His  hulk,  while  in  life's  tide  it  lives. 

His  country's  arms  must  lade  it. 
And  when  his  cruise  is  up,  he  gives 

His  soul  to  him  that  made  it. 
But  roug-h  or  bloody  be  the  wave, 

And  e*en  in  death's  cold  grip,  boys, 
Columbia's  tars,  so  stanch  and  brave. 

Will  ne'er  g-ive  up  the  ship  boys. 

The  ship  Ijoys,  &c. 


The  Pillar  of  Glory, 

Hail  to  the  heroes  whose  triumphs  have  brightenM 
The  darkness  which  shrowded  America's  name; 
Long  shall  their  valor  in  battle  that  lighten'd. 
Live  in  the  brilliant  escutcheons  of  fame ; 

Dark  where  the  torrent  flow. 

And  the  rude  tempests  blow. 
The  stormy  clad  spirit  of  Albian  raves ; 

Long  shall  she  mourn  the  day. 

When,  in  the  evengeful  fray. 
Liberty  walk'd  like  a  God  on  the  waves. 

The  ocean,  ye  chiefs,  (the  region  of  glory. 

Where  fortune  has  destin'd  Columbia  to  reign,) 
Gleams  with  the  halo  and  lustre  of  story, 
That  curl  round  the  waves  as  the  scene  of  her  fame 

There  on  its  raging  tide. 

Shall  his  proud  navy  ride. 
The  bulwark  of  freedom,  protected  by  heav'nj 

There  shall  her  haughty  foe. 

Bow  to  her  pow^eis  low. 
There  shalj  renown  to  her  heroes  be  giv'n= 
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rhe  pillar  of  glory  the  sea  that  enlightens. 

Shall  last  till  eternity  rocks  on  its  base, 
rhe  splendor  of  fame  its  waters  that  brightens. 
Shall  light  the  last  footsteps  of  time  in  its  race; 
Wide  o'er  the  stonny  deep, 
AVhere  the  rude  surges  sweep, 
[ts  lustre  shall  circle  the  brows  of  the  brave ; 
Honor  shall  give  it  light, 
Triumph  shall  keep  it  bright, 
p.ong  as  in  battle  we  meet  on  the  wave. 

Already  the  storm  of  contention  has  hurPd 

From  the  grasp  of  Old  Eixgland  the  trident  of  war, 
rhe  beams  of  our  STARS  has  illumin'd  the  world. 
Unfurl 'd  our  standard  floats  proud  in  the  air, 
Wild  glares  the  eagle's  eye. 
Swift  as  he  cuts  the  sky, 
Marking  the  wake  where  our  heroes  advance. 
Compassed  with  rays  of  light. 
Hovers  o'er  the  fight, 
\.lbian  is  heartless,  and  stoops  to  his  glance'. 


YanJcee  Chronology 

'.  need  not  now  tell  what  it  was  drove  our  sires 
Vo  seek  on  these  shores  for  a  country  ana  name; 
t  was  very  Avell  known  and  the  whole  world  admires 
rheir  valor,  their  wisdom,  their  fortune  and  fame, 
rhe  name  of  the  hero  who  conquer'd  the  ocean 
rhey  gave  to  the  world  which  his  wisdom  unveil'd ; 
Colmnbia  ! — the  land  of  my  dearest  devotion  ! 
rhy  sons  still  have  triumph-d  wherever  assail'd. 

Then  huzza!  for  the  sons  of  Columbia  so  free!; 

They  are  lords  of  the  soil — ^they'll  be  lords  Of 
the  sea! 
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ipi  begiii  mj  chronology  just  at  those  times,  sir, 
^  hen  Britain  with  her  thunder  shook  the  sea  and  th« 

land, 
And  declared  truth  and  honor  were  the  basest  o 

crimes,  sir. 

And  threatened  chastisement  from  her  mighty  hand 
But  the  first  time  she  tried  it,  oh !  dire  the  disgrace 

sirs. 
When  Percy  so  bold  marched  to  Lexington  plain, — 
But  he  danced  Yankee  Doodle  home  instead  of  chevy- 
chase,  sirs. 
And  was  very  glad  to  get  back  to  Boston  again. 
Then  huzza,  &c  J 

On  the  seventeenth  of  June  in  the  year  seventy-five 

sirs, 
*riie  gallant  British  troops  march'd  to  take  Bunker 

hill; 

O,  the  fame  of  that  battle  it  must  ever  survive,  sirs. 
When  courage  and  justice  baffied  numbers  and  skill 
There  were  Warren,  and  Putnam,  and  the  brav< 

Yankee  yeomen. 
They  mow'd  down  whole  ranks,  like  the  grass  of  th< 

field. 
When  their  powder  was  gone,  why  they  beat  dowi 

their  foemen 
With  the  buts  of  their  guns — still  disdaining  to  jdeld 
Then  huzza,  &c ! 

In  the  year  seventy-six  came  the  two  noble  brothers 
With  an  army  and  fleet  fit  to  conquer  a  world; 
And  CornwaJlis  and  Rawden  and  Tarleton  and  others 
And  murder  and  rapine  on  our  country  were  hurl*d. 
Jf'/ien  the  Britain  in  his  power  swore  he'd  soon  maki 

an  end  on't ! 
An(^  our  troops,  tho'  indignant,,  step  by  step  forc^ 

to  fly— 
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Then  our  congress  declared  we  were  free  and  iri4e' 

pendent, 
3n  the  ever  ever  glorious  fourth  of  July ! 
Then  huzza,  &c ! 

Sreat  Washington  then,  like  his  own  native  eagle, 
Prom  the  hill  top  looks  down  on  these  vultures  and 

crows : 
Fove's  bird !  arm'd  by  heaven  with  power  more  than 

regal, 
[Descended  in  thunder  and  pounced  on  his  foes; 
rhrough  the  snows  of  December,  he  push'd  into 

Trenton ; 
:)ross'd  the  Delaware  'midst  ice  and  the  storm's  surly 

moan; 
Gallant  Rahl  and  liis  Germans  were  the  prey  he  was 

bent  on, 
Vnd  they  fell  bravely  fighting  in  a  cause  not  their 

own. 

Then  huzza,  &c ! 

riie  month  not  yet  ended,  when  Washington  agtd^ 

sirs, 
?hone  resplendent  in  arms,  and  his  foes  fled  with 

shame, 
[Twas  at  Princetown  he  found  them,  on  a  full  open 
!  plain,  sirs, 

i^nd  charged  like  a  Mars,  leading  vict'ry  and  fame  ! 
fhe  year  seventy-six  crown'd  the  labors  of  Schuyler^ 
'Vhen  Burgoyne  and  Ms  army  surrender'd  to  Gates; 
^nd  Britain  found  that  Yankees  at  all  points  could 

foil  her, 
knd  our  stars  shone  unclouded  through  the  United 

States. 

Then  kuzza,  &c  1 

D  S 
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Of  the  the  many  g-alJant  actions  and  heroes  who  fell^ 

sirs, 
Should  I  here  make  a  record,   time  and   patience 

would  fail ! 
And  my  song-  to  a  volume  in  folio  would  swell,  sirs, 
And  still  do  injustice  to  the  g'lorious  tale, 
But  I  must  speak  of  Monmouth,  where  sir  Harry  re- 

treating", 
Fel^  his  hardest  day's  march  and  so  sore  and  hot ; 
And  Washington  ag-ain  g-ave  the  red  coats  a  beating". 
Till  theh'  sh-ps  g-ave  them  shelter  from  the  damn'd 

rebel  shot! 

Then  huzza,  See  ! 

It  is  very  well  known  in  the  famous  year  eighty 
How  Sumpter  and  Morgan  and  Green  led  the  field  : 
Their  acts  were  a  prelude  to  one  still  more  weig-ht}-, 
Which  forced  haug"hty  Britain  tlie  contest  to  yield, 
I  mean  tJiat  at  York-* own,  where  noble  Cornwallis 
Surrendered  an  arm.y  in  eig-hty  and  one, 
Then  Britain  paid  the  price  of  her  injustice  and  fol- 
lies, 
And   Washing-ton   could   say    "  now  my  labors  are 
done." 

Then  huzza,  &c  ! 

We  are  now,  sirs,  at  war  with  the  same  haughty  na- 
tion 
Our  wrongs  to  redress  and  our  rights  to  maintain ; 
Each  son  of  Columbia  will  soon  find  his  station, 
Ar.d  Europe  be  taught  to  respect  us  again. 
Here's  success  to  our  navy,  here's  success  to  our  ar 

my. 
Here's  success  to  our  rulers  and  statesmen  all  round 
All  Europe  united  in  arms  cannot  harm  ye, 
V/hile  true  Yankee  hearts  in  > xur  bosoms  are  found 
Then  huzza,  &C ! 


(    63    ) 


On  the  nineteenth  of  Aiig-ust,  in  the  present  blessed 

year,  sirs, 
Our  brave  captain  Hull  met  the  Guerrierc  so  proud. 
Stout   Dacres  her  commander,   who  had   never  yet 

knov7n  fear,  sirs. 
Bade  his  merry  men  stand  by,  and  his  three  ensig-ns 

shovr'd. 
But  our  g-ood  Constitution,  and  our  brave   Yankee 

seamen. 
In  less  than  forty  minutes  forc'd  the  English  to  strike ; 
All  her  masts  by  the  board  show'd  our  g-uns  were 

serV'd  by  freemen. 
And  the  oldest  EngHsh  tar  swore  he'd  never  seen  the 

hke. 

Then  huzza,  &c ! 


Canzonet. 

TUXE — «  The  Glasses  sparkle/ 

(in  yonder  mount,  whose  awful  height 

Projects  a  shade  so  far. 
And  rises  in  the  gloom  of  night, 

A  couch  for  evening''s  star : 
Her  web  in  haste,  nignt's  maiden  chaste, 

Spiais  beautiful  to  see 
In  silver  threads,  the  lustre  spreads. 

And  sparkles  on  the  sea. 

And  we  have  seen  her  army  bright. 

Her  sentinel  on  high  ; 
Who  watch'd  with  us  the  round  of  nig-ht. 

To  guard  each  sleeping  eye^ 
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Sweet  hour  of  rest,  the  pillow's  presl 

By  beauty's  blushing  face  ; 
Ah  who  shall  dare  to  enter  there, 

And  harm  such  sleeping-  gi-ace  1 

See,  where  the  flames  of  battle  break* 

Yon  youth  so  tall  and  fair  ! 
He  sleeps,  what  powers  can  now  awake 

The  dull,  cold  marble  there  ? 
His  spirit  stalks,  the  moon  beam  walks? 

And,  loath  to  bid  farewell  1 
He  hovers  hght,  the  guard  of  night. 

Round  her  he  loves  so  well. 

Then  do  not  spurn  your  guards,  ye  fair^ 

Nor  shghtly  hold  their  fame  ; 
A  prouder  office  none  can  bear. 

Since  angels  do  the  same. 
That  eye  that  speaks,  those  blushing  cheeks^ 

Shall  all  our  cares  beguile  ; 
What  laurel  e'er  was  half  so  dear. 

As  lovely  woman's  smile  ? 


The  J^aval  Chronicle-. 


Jlir  of  Pizarro^ 

In  chorus  nov7  join,  while  my  hobby  I  sing, 
'Tisthe  deeds  ©four  tars,  that  have  made  the  world 

ring, 
For  is  it  not  true,  where  their  flag  is  unfurl'd, 
Itg-stars  havebeam'd  glory  to  lighten  the  world. 
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l^TTSt  Dacres,  who  thoug-ht  lie  the   Yankees  would 

scare, 
Proudly  wrote  onliiB  sail    "  I'm  the  fam^d  Guemere" 
Sa}S  Hull,  are  you  there  :  so  together  they  pull'd, 
In  forty -five  minutes  the  Guerriere  was  hull*d. 

Next  Jones  in  the  Wasp,  with  a  long- sting- in  hertail^ 
Cried,  "  luff  up  my  boys,  'tis  an  enemy's  sail." 
Soon  he  came  along-  side — when  the  short  work  was 

done. 
He  gave  them  a  frolic  as  sure  as  a  gnn. 

Then  the  dauntless  Decatur,  that  warrior  of  might. 
The  mad  Macedonian  encountered  in  fight ; 
When  he  who  had  blubbered  for  worlds  to   subdue^ 
Soon  found  a  new  -Morld  that  his  business  could  do. 

See  the  firm  Constitution,  our  Washington's  pride. 
With  Bainbridge  at  helm,  in  true  majesty  ride  ; 
Pour  a  steam  from  her  side,  like  Vesuvius'  red  lav^ 
That  quite  overw^helm'd  the  ^v^loie  island  of  Java, 

Is'ow  Burrows  the  vaUant,  of  bold  Enterprize, 
His  skill  w  ith  a  true  English  Boxer  he  tries  ; 
Though  he'd  ne'er  iearn'd  the  art  from  Mendozas  or 

Cribbs, 
He  pounded  so  hard  that  he  broke  all  her  ribs. 

Then  a  Peacock  w^as  strutting  about  in  his  pride, 
When  a  Hoimet  hke  light'niiig  stuck  close  in  his  side  ; 
And  stung  him  so  sore  that  from  battle  he  turn'd. 
Noble  Lawrence  that  Peacock  in  ocean  inurn'd. 

From  its  ashes  a  Phcenix  old  Neptune  soon  rear'd. 
And  though  called  a  Peacock  a  new  bird  appear'd. 
Who,  quick  to  his  own  and  brave  Wairington's  fame^ 
IMadc  prize  of  a  Hawk,*  with  a  Frenchified  namer, 

*  VEp^rrier,  i.  e.  Sparrotv  Hdivh. 
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And  now  we've  a  Wasp  of  such  wonderful  force, 
As  Blakely  can  tell,  e'en  to  stop  rivers'  course  ; 
Since  the  ^ivori  no  longer  can  g-lide  to  the  sea, 
And  she  seized  on  a   Reindeer  and   made  him  her 
prey. 

Wing-'d   Hermes,f  the   light   finger'd   god   of    the 

Greeks, 
Seiz'dthe  trident  of  Neptune,  in  one  of  his  freaks, 
A  land  lubber  at  Mobile  this  god-head  defies. 
And  blew  Mr.  Mercury  back  to  his  skies. 

And  now  should  I  sing  of  the  fight  of  Champlain, 
And  with  Erie's  bold  heroes  ennoble  my  strain  ; 
But  though  they  the  British  fleets  sound) v  did  drub. 
Yet  the  tale  of  the  lake's  Uke  the  tale  of  a  tub. 

From  Briton's  I'd  not  the  praise  that's  their  due, 

Por  bravely  they  fight,  aye  and  skilfully  too  ; 

But    Greek  meeting   Greek,  comes  the  hard  tug  of 

war. 
Though  Yankees  soon  prove  the  best  Grecians   by 

far. 

Though  Valor  her  temple  has  form'd  in  the  breast 
Of  each  native  tar,  yet  the  pride  of  his  crest 
Is  the  fair  star  of  Mercy,  that  shines  ever  bright. 
To  cheer  the  born  captive  subdued  in  the  fight. 

But  hold  ;  should  I  sing  ev'ry  hero  of  fight. 

My    song    would   prevent   you   from    drinking   all 

night ; 
Then  fill  ev'ry  glass  to  the  true  sons  of  Mars, 
The  heroes  of  ocean,  Columbia's  brave  tars. 


f  The  Hermes,    Captain   Percy,  -who  ivas  blown  np 
nearfort  JBoz/er,  in  the  Mobile^  Sept.  llth,  181^ 


a  ^  ^^  ^    (SI 

J\^f^        JTeiv  Song.    yt^^CL 

Kemembei*  the  lesson  that  Washing-ton  gave. 

That  Patriot  and  Hero  ador'd  ! 
To  offer  invaders  no  rest  but  the  g-rave. 

No  boon — but  the  point  of  the  sword. 

Remember  his  statue,  your  hall  has  enshrin'd. 

Your  Capital  covers  his  bust, 
And  lives  there,  one  native,  deg-enerate  mind. 

That  thinks  'twill  be  prostrate  in  dust  ? 

Shall  the  insolent  foe  ever  spurn  to  the  earth. 

Memorial  so  awful  and  dear  ? 
Resemblance  of  him  that  watch  d  Libert3-'s  birth,. 

Whose  Empire  all  Frenchmen  revere  ? 

Virg-inians  !  oh  never !  while  rolls  in  one  vein 

The  blood  of  magnanimous  sires  ! — 
No  ! — heap  yonder  hills  with  invaders  you've  slaii\, 

And  quench  in  their  bloodshed  their  fires  1 

Go  fight,  as  your  ancestors  gallantly  fought, 

Unmindful  of  veteran  odds  ; 
'Twas  thus  that  your  national  Freedom  was  wrought 

By  patriots  who  soared  to  the  gods ! 

The  Genius  of  Liberty  doubled  their  blows. 

By  zealous  and  resolute  mind  ! 
They    met,   fought  and  vanquished  the  bravest  of' 
"  foes — 

Go,  act  like  the  first  of  mankind ! 


.         (68)  . 

/  ^Oiii^' Rights  on  the  OceoAU 


Columbia  dy*e  see's  alike  a  tough  man  of  war. 

Pull  away,  pull  away,  ye  ho  there  ; 
Which  in  beauty  surpasses  all  others  by  far. 

If  you  doubt  it  you've  only  to  go  there. 
First  Washington  plac'd  it  on  Liberty's  base. 

And  forever  'twill  stand  I've  a  notion ; 
All  the  world  I  defy  to  produce  such  a  place. 
Pull  away,  pull  away,  pull  I  say. 

Or  such  tars,  as  our  tars  on  the  ocean. 

Britannia's  strong  fleets  pufF'd  with  fame  and  with 
pride. 

Pull  away,  pull  away  so  clever; 
They  swore  if  our  navy  they  came  along  side. 

They  would  take  or  destroy  it  forever. 
But  our  vessels  are  made  of  such  durable  stuff. 

And  so  tightly  they're  rigged  I've  a  notion. 
They'll  soon  give  the  saucy  invaders  enough. 
Pull  away,  pull  away,  pull  I  say ; 

And  oui*  tars  prove  our  rights  on  the  ocean. 

Brave  Hull  was  the  first  in  our  glorious  cause, 

Pull  away,  pull  away,  wonder  ! 
Who  gain'd  as  you  know  t'other  day  such  applause. 

When  the  Guerriere  was  forc'd  to  knock  under. 
And  Jones  in  the  Wasp,  kicked  up  such  a  dust. 

As  the  Frolic  can  tell  I've  a  notion. 
She  swore  not  to  strike ;  says  he,  dam'me  you  must, 
Pull  away,  pull  away,  pull  I  say — 

For  our  tars  claim  their  rights  on  the  ocean. 

Bold  Decatur  came  next,  whom  all  of  you  know. 

Pull  away,  pull  away,  so  jolly — 
Made  the  proud  Macedonian  strike  her  flag  to  a  fo^ 

Against  v/bom,  all  resistance  was  foUy^ 


(  69   ) 

.And  he  brought  her  you  know,  if  you*re  not  quite  a 
dunce. 
So  snug  unto  port,  I've  a  notion ; 
Thus  our  tars  they  convinc'd  the  enemy  at  once. 
Pull  away,  pull  away,  pull  I  say  ; 
They  would  never  yield  their  rights  on  the  oceaif. 

Now  Britannia  again  has  come  in  for  a  share, 

Pull  away,  pull  away,  steadily  ; 
And  Bainbridge  has  sat  all  the  world  in  a  stare. 

For  the  Java  he  conquer'd  so  readily, 
And  we'll  beat  them  again  should  their  stomach  iif^ 
cline, 

But  they,re  now  pretty  sick  I've  a  notion ; 

Then  may  victory's  sword  to  the  ohve  resign, 

Pull  away,  pull  away,  pull  I  say — 

And  peace  proclaim  our  rights  on  the  oceanV 


Oie, 

TTKE — "  In  the  doivnUll  of  life?* 
O'er  the  mountains  the  sun  of  our  fame  was  declin^ 

And  on  Thetis's  billowy  breast. 
The  cold  orb  has  repos'd,  all  his  splendor  resigir- 
ing, 

Bedimm'd  by  the  mists  of  the  West. 
The  prospect  that  rose  to  the  patriot's  sight. 

Was  cheerless,  and  hopeless,  and  dreary ; 
But  a  bolt  burst  the  cloud  and  illumin'd  the  night 

That  enveloped  the  waters  of  ERIE. 

The  grey  God  of  the  lake  left  his  palace  of  cora5<"* 
Aftd  moving  subUme  o'er  the  wave> 
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From  the  bank  where  it  bloom'd  pluck'd  a  chaplet 
of  laurel. 
And  the  g-arland  to  victory  gave. 
By  the   goddess   'twas  held   o'er  each  thundering 
deck, 
Till  with  doubts  grown  distracted  and  weary ; 
And  when  each  gun  was  silent,  each  vessel  a  wreck, 
'Twas  snatch'd  by  the  HERO  OF  ERIE. 

For  the  brave  who  have  bled  why  indulge  a  vain 
sorrow  ? 

They  were  wreck'd  on  no  enemy* s  coast : 
And  some  one  of  us  may  be  welcom.'d  to-morrow, 

To  elysium  by  Lawrence's  ghost; 
Who,  when  call'd  by  Charon,  to  take  a  short  trip. 

With  him  in  his  crazy  old  wheny. 
Saw  his  own  dying  orders  "  Don't  give  up  the  ship** 

On  the  flag  proudly  floating  o'er  FERRY. 

Let  each  man  round  this  board  bid  his  children  re- 
member, 

With  a  gen'rous  expansion  of  soul. 
The  glory  that  plays  round  tl\e  tenth  of  September* 

And  crown  its  return  with  a  bowl ; 
Then  the  goblet  shall  foam,  blow  the  wind  high  or 
low. 

And  the  heart  be  it  mournful  or  merry, 
And  the  purest  of  wine  to  the  mem'ry  shall  flow. 

Of  the  virtues  and  valop  of  PERRY, 
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Sea  Song, 

Tune — •'  Banish  Sorrow?^ 

Comrades!  join  the  flag  of  glory, 
Cheerly  tread  the  deck  of  fame, 
Earn  a  place  in  future  story. 
Seek  and  win  a  -uiarrior's  name. 

Yankee  tars  can  laugh  at  dangers ; 
"While  the  roaring  mountain  wave 
Teems  with  carnage — they  are  strangers. 
To  a  deed  tliat  is  not  brave. 

May  our  banner'd  stars ;  as  ever^ 
Splendidly  o'er  freemen  burn. 
Till  the  m^ht  of  war  is  over, 
I'ill  the  da-wn  of  peace  return. 


The  Spanish  Patriot's  Song, 

Hark  !  hear  ye  those  sounds  that  the  winds  on  their 
pinions, 
Exultingly  roll  from  the  shore  of  the  sea ; 
With  a  voice  that  resounds  through  her  boundless 
dominions. 
'Tis  Columbia  calls  on  her  sons  to  be  free. 

Behold  on  her  summits  where  heaven  has  thron'd 
her. 
How    she    starts    from   her    proud   inaccessible 
seat — 
With  nature's  impregnable  ramparts  around  her. 
And  the  cataract's  thunder  and  foam  at  her  feet, 


In  the  breeze  of  the  mountain  her  loose  locks  are 
shaken. 
While  the  soul-stirring-  notes  of  the  warrior  song-. 
From  the  rock  to  the  valley  re-echo  "  Awaken ! 
"Awaken  ye  hearts   that    have   slumbered   too 
long." 

Yes,  despots !  too  long  did  your  tyranny  hold  us. 
In  a  vassalage  vile,  ere  its  weakness  was  known  ; 

Till  we  learned  that  the  links  of  the  chain  that  con- 
trol'd  us. 
Were  forg'd  by  the  fears  of  the  captives  alone.      ,jj 

That  spell  is  destroy'd,  and  no  longer  availing, 
Despis'd  as  detested — pause  well  e'er  ye  dare 

To  cope  with  a  people  whose  spirit  and  feehng. 
Is  roused  by  remembrance  and  steeled  by  despair, 

Oo  tame  the  wild  torrent — or  stem  with  a  straw, 
The  proud  surges  that  sweep  o'ei^  the  strand  that 
confines  them ; 
But  presume  not  again  to  give  freemen,  a  law, 

Nor  think  with  the  chains  they  have  broken  to 
bind  them. 

To  hearts  that  the  spirit  of  liberty'  flushes, 
Resistance  is  idle  and  numbers  a  dream — 

They  burst   from  control  as  the  mountain  stream 
rushes. 
From  its  fetters  of  ice  in  the  warmth  of  the  beam.. 


JSTaval  Song. 


Hail,  hail,  ye  vaUant  ocean  chiefs. 

Ye  gallant  tars  all  hail ! 
Columbia's  dearest  boast  and  song. 

Her  hope  when  ills  assail, 
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Now  hui'l  your  thunders  mid  the  foe, 

Who  proudly  rides  the  sea ; 
Aiid  dares  to  declare. 

That  the  ocean  shall  be  free  ; 
That  the  free-born  ne'er  will  strike  their  fla^, 

Till  the  ocean  shall  be  free. 

Though  small  your  numbers  ye  are  brave. 

And  Briton  hears  her  doom ; 
No.  more  she  rules  the  seas  alone  ; 

For  yon.  her  laurels  bloom. 
E'en  now  her  stoutest  heroes  feel. 

How  dread  your  power  can  be  ; 
Then  dare,  &c.- 

Brave  Laxvvence  <;alls  ye  to  the  deep  ; 

On,  on   aveng-e  his  fall. 
Though  thousand  dangers  gather  round. 

Yet  fearless  meet  them  all. 
Let  Europe  hear  your  cannons'  roar 

Proclaim  the  fix'd  decree ; 
And  dare,  &,c. 

llh'e  this,  your  prowess  has  been  known, 

When  France  presum'd  to  blow 
The  war  trump  on  your  native  shore, 

And  proud  defiance  show. 
TJien  did  your  dauntless  spirits  burn, 

Th'  insulting  foe  to  see  ; 
J\'o^o  dare,  &c. 

The  brave  who  fail  'midst  stormy  waves, 

Far,  far,  from  home  and  love  ; 
Shall  honor'd  live  in  future  song. 

And  find  their  home  above. 
Their  spirits  with  their  sons,  shall  join 

In  loudest  jubilee, 

And  dare,  &g.  &e. 

E 


T74  ) 
War  Song. 


Remember  the  glories  of  brave  Washingtoa, 

Tho'  tbe  days  of  the  hero  are  o'er; 
Tho'  lost  to  Columbia,  and  cold  in  the  tomb, 

He  returns  to  hjs  country  no  more. 
That  star  of  the  field,  which  so  often  has  pour'd 

Its  beam  on  the  battle,  is  set : 
But  en-oug-h  of  its  glory  remains  on  each  sword» 

To  light  us  to  victory  yet ! 

Cohimbia !  when  nature  embellished  the  tint 

Of  thv  fields,  and  thy  mountains  so  fair,  - 
Did  she  evei  iiitend  that  a  tyrant  should  pjint 

The  footsteps  of  slavery  here  r" 
No  !  Fr  rmo^t,  whose  smile  we  shall  never  resign. 

Go,  tell,  to  the  nations  afar, 
^•:  at  we  and  our  children  will  bend  at  thy  shrine, 

Or  endure  all  the  horrors  of  war. 

Forget  not  the  heroes,  our  fathers,  who  stood 

In   he  day  of  distress,  side  by  side; 
\^"lii]e  the  grass  of  the  vallies' grew  red   with  their 
blood. 

They  stirr'd  not,  but  conquer'd  or  died. 
The  sun,  that  now  blesses  our  arms  with,  his  light. 

Saw  them  fall  upon  many  a  plain  : 
Oh  !    Jet  liim  not  blush  when  he  leaves  us  to  night. 

To  find  that  they  fell  there  in  vitin. 
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Tlie  Praise  of  Colmnhia, 

To  no  monarch,  no  tyrant  in  robes  will  we  sing-, 

Tlie  pension  bought  sounds  from  aheartof  deceit ; 
Let  love  give  the  harmony,  frkndsliip  the  string, 
Bright  joy  strike  the  chord  and  the  muses  repeat : 
Tis  the  praise  of  Columbia  awakens  the  song. 
And  the  loud  trurnp  of  Fame  shall  re-echo  the 
strain  ; 
America's  freedom  the  theme  sliall  prolong. 
And  the  world  will  repeat  it  again  and  again. 

For  oppression  no  altar,  no  temple  we  raise, 

Where  the  proud  sons  of  indolent   power  might 
rest ; 
'Tis  the  goddess  of  Fi-eedom  vre  honor  and  praise. 
Whose  temple  is  found  in  each  patriot's  breast : 
Then  in  praise  of  Columbia,  &c. 

Independence  we     fought    for — that    blessing    we 
g.i.rd— 
Trade,  commerce,  and  plenty  stiil  add  t»  our  store  ; 
These  rights  shall  by  valor  be  ever  retain'd. 

And  Peace,  Love,  and  Friendship    still  dwell  on 
the  shore ; 
Then  in  praise  of  Columbia,  &c.* 

May  the  brave  sons  of  Freedom  still  form  a  proud 
band. 
And  e'er  guard  the    shore  where   bright  Libertv 
reigns  ; 
May  Heav'n  iii  unity  link  heart  and  hand, 
\nd  smile  on  the  host  that  no  slavery  stains 
Then  in  praise  of  Columljia,  ike. 
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Our  Country  is  our  Ship 

Our  Country  is  our  ship,  d'ye  see, 

A  gallant  vessel  too  ; 
And  of  his  fortune  proud  is  he, 

Vriio's  of  Columbia's  crew. 
Each  man,  whate'er  his  station  be. 
When  dut}^'s  call  commands, 
Sould  take  his  stand, 
And  lend  a  hand, 
As  the  common  cause  demands. 

Among'  ourselves  in  peace,  'tis  true. 

We  quaiTcl,  make  a  rout ; 
And  having-  nothing'  else  to  do, 

We  fairly  scoM  it  out : 
But  once  the  enemy  in  view, 

Shake  hands,  we  soon  are  friends ; 
Ortthe  deck. 
Till  a  wreck. 
Each  tiie  common  cause  defends. 


A  Patriotic  Song, 


ivsy. — Ihimofs  of  Gleii. 

>ound,    sound  the  harsh  bugle,  arouse  from   your 
slumbers  ; 

Awake  the  shrill  fife,    and  the  loud   thundering 
drum : 
Columbians,  tho'  Britons  assail  without  numbers. 

Remember  your  sires  who  repose  in  tlie  tomb. 
When  tyrants  invaded,  demanding  submission. 

Indignant  they  rose,  resolvd  to  be  free  ; 
Uniting,  they  bravely  repell'd  the  aggression. 

And  piously  planted  fair  Liberty's  free. 


( 
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While  from  the  tall  clift  the  swift  Eagle  fiies  scream- 

i^g"> 
With  pinions  hig'h  pointed,  to  pounce  on  her  prey. 
Shall  freeiaen  be  sleeping",  of  peace  vainly  dreaming', 

'Till  rous'd  by  their  foes,,  at  their  dooi's,  in  rai-ay  r 
Shall  Britain,  grown    strong  by  intrigue  and   sediic : 
tion, 
The  sons  of  Columbia  affright  or  dismay  ? 
Oh,  no— tho'  they  raise  the  fell  axe  of  destruction. 
We'll  rise  and' defend  ourfam'd  Liberty  tree. 

See  Europe- s  proud  Idngs  are  leaguing  together. 

Their  object  avowing  to  aid  Freedom's  cause  ; 
One  tvr;>nt  deposing— exalting  another. 

To  show  their  affection  for  justice  and  laws. 
Their  minions  combining,  to  aid  social  order— 

Which  means  wicient  rev'rence   for  crovrns  to  re- 
'  store ; 
Their  ^nandatcs  enforcing  by  rapine  and  murder. 

While  weak  states  are  sinking  to   rise  never  more. 

The  war  dogs  of  E'.irope  avvaiile  cease  engag-ing" ; 

Their  monarchs  sit  calmly  dividing  their  prize  ; 
Wliile  bloody  Bellona,  our  "foes  more  enraging, 

Scowls  grim   on    Columbia,  witli   fierce   sanguine 
e}  es. 
See  Britain  preparing  her  ensigns  of  tliunder, 

Our  free  infant  nation  to  crush  with  her  might ; 
In  vengeance  she  tlireatens  with  burning  ai;yd  piur.- 
der, 

The  wrong  she  resents  is  defending  our  right. 

Shall  cily  and  village  in  ruins  lie  smoking. 

Our  foe  on  their  booty  sit  i  easting  their  eyes : 

Our  fields  with  the  blood  of  our  citizens  soaking, 
Wliile  mothers  and  infants  shriek  wild  in  surprise  ; 
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Columbia's  fair  daug'hters  by  ruffians  surrounded. 
Fall  victims  to  lust,  as  surrendeilng- their  lives  r 

Shall  husbands  confin'd — by  arm'd  villains  confound- 
ed— 
Bear  vritness  to  insults  and  wrong's  on  their  v.'ives-? 

Oh  !  no — let  us  swear  by  the  swoi'd.  and  the  altar,  ( 

To  join  the  ■iicrce  Eag'le,  and  make  a  bold  stand; 
No  mean  party  discord  our  purpose  shall  alter, 

While  rude  hostile  feet  shall  pollute  our  dear  land. 
Led  on  to  the  charg-e,  to  all  fear  we'll  be  strang-ers, 

Detern  iri'd  to  conquer,  to  die  or  live  free. 
And  patiently  bear  war's  privations  and  dangers, 

To  save  from  destruction  fair  Liberty's  tree. 

Our  soil  seems  the  last  where  blest  Freedom    shall 
nourish, 

The  tree  of  Columbia  now  only  remains  : 
Tho'  tyrants  may  plant  while  afjecting-to  cherish. 

Experience  evinces  'twill  famish  in  chains. 
Arouse  from  your  slumbers  on  this  dread  occasion. 

Ye  sons  of  the  brave,  hence  resolve  to  agree, 
And  g-ird  on  your  swords  in  defence  of  the  nation, 

To  save  the  sweet  fruit  of  fair  Liberty's  tree. 

Could  Warren,  Montg-omer}^,    Greene,  Putnam  ancl 
others,  .'  .-. 


Preceded  by  WASHINGTON— wake  and  arise  : 
Those  heroes  and  sages,  nowsleepinglike  brothers; 

What  think  ye  Columbians,  that  all  would  advise  ? 
Would  paleness  and  terror  becloud   each  stern  fea- 
,    ture  ? 

E'er  hint  of  subm.ission  and  call  you  undone  .•' 
Oh  !    no,  they'll  all  urge  you  to  battle  and  slaughter, 

To  bravely  defend  the  rich  boon  they  had  won. 
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Sea  So7ig. 

TrNE — '*  Banish  Sorro-w.'^ 

<ik)mrades !  join  the  flag-  of  ^lory, 
Cheevly  tread  the  deck  of  fame. 
Earn  a  "place  in  future  story, 
Seek  and  win  a  -warnor's  name. 

Yankee  tars  can  laugh  at  dangers ; 
While  the  roaring  mountain  wave 
Teems  with  carnage— they  are  strangers 
To  a  deed  that  is  not  brave. 

May  ourbanner'd  stars,  as  ever, 
Splendidly  o'er  freemen  burn. 
Till  the  idght  of  war  is  over. 
Till  the  dawn  of  peace  return. 


Patriotic   Song, 

Shall  stripes  be  the  lot  of  American  seamen! 

No.  no,  to  resist  it  we'll  fight  to  the  last ; 
The  onlv  strips  borne  by  American  freemen 

Are  those  which  triumphantly  wave  on  the  mast. 

Shall  chains  be  the  lot  of  American  seamen! 

No.  no,  We'll  never  submit  to  be  prest. 
Unless  (sweet  regard  to  American  freemen) 

To  woman's  warm,  soothing,  atlectionate  breast. 

On(?  war  upon  land  gave  American  freemen 

Those  rights  which  our  forefathers  bled  to  mamtain 

One  war  on  the  waves  bv  Ameiican  seamen 
Tuost  rights  shall  ensure  which  we  claim  on  the 
main. 
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Peace  and  Honor, 

tVTsi:—'^  Anacreon  in  Heaven.''* 

^"l^^^l^^®  ^"^  return'd  from  her  flight  to  the  ^kies 
And  the  brig-h.  for...  of  honor  her  seeps  is  attending- - 
1  o  greet  the  fair  stranger  our  anthem  shall  rise,        ' 
Ihe  song  of  rejoicing  and  gratitude  blending. 
\  es,  thanks  to  the  brave. 
Who  their  country  to  save, 
Have  stain 'd  with  their  hfe-blood  the  wood-land  and 
wave. 

Chorus, 

For  the  wise  and  the  valiant  in  freedom's  \\xst 

cause,  .  "^ 

The  fairest  reward  is  their  country  s  applause. 

What  though  their  vast  navj  beleaguer  our  shores. 
Their  fam'd  thousand  ships,  when  the  war  was 
commanded! 
And  what  though  the  warriors  who  conquered  before, 
In  Spain's  bloody  contest  by  regiments  landed' 
Their  pride  was  allay'd 
When  our  ships  they  assav'd. 
And  our  armies  repuls'd  them  disgraced  and  dismay 'd. 
For,  &c.  ^ 

The  wilds  of  the  west  with  our  triumph  have  rung. 

The  fails  oi  Niagara  have  wi^ness'd  our  glory  ; 
The  latces  to  the  ocean,  have  borne  it   along. 
And  old  ocean  in  thunder  re-echoed  the  stoiy. 
Hail  heroes  sustain'd. 
That  >,  iir  glory  maiuiain'd. 
And  guarded  the  rights  that  our  fathers  had  g-ain'd. 
For,  &c.    .  ■ 
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Oh  tKink  on  the  brave,  that  m  battle  field  lie, 

And  haUow  the  spot  where  their  forms  are  repos". 

Oh  sweefbe  the  rest  where  the  breezes  soft  sigh 
For  sweet  was  their  life-time  and  blest  was  its  clai- 
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The  fame  of  the  great 
On  their  names  shall  await, 
jind  the  good  that  survive  them  jmght  emy  then- 
fate. 

For,  &c. 
Pear  land  of  our  fathers '.  your  triumph  pursue ; 

Oh  S  i-est  of  cVmes  that  the  day  star  enhghtens. 
Once  more  the  long  march  of  your  glorv  renev. 
WhSS  before  you.  in  prospect,  futurity  brightens. 
In  battle's  fell  hue 

UnrivaP/d  vou  snine,  j     i-   „ 

Since  the  b.vui'ers  of  Britain  before  you  dechne. 

For,  &c. 
But  not  to  destruction  thy  praise  be  co-.fin'd ; 

Oh  be  not  thv  h.urels  all  blood  stain'd  and  gory, 
Rise   cliild  ufthe  west,  in  the  empire  of  m^nd, 
■^To  success  more  alluring-to  permanent  glory, 
Then  science  shall  crown 
With  surer  renown, 
And  either  Appollo  proclaim  thee  his  own. 
Chorus. 
For  letters  and  arms  shall  unite  in  our  cause-- 
And  the  praise  of  mankind  be  our  country  s  ap. 
plauge. 
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#OMIC  AND  SENTIMENTAL. 
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The  Smile  and  tlieTear. 

Said  a  smile  to  a  tear. 

On  the  cheek  of  my  dear, 
And  beam'd  like  the  sun  in  spring-  weather. 

In  so^h,  lovely  tear, 

It  strang-e  must  appear, 
T},iat>ve  should  be  here  both  together, 

I  came  from  the  heart, 

A  soft  balm  to  impart. 
To  yonder  sad  daughter  of  grief ; 
,      '  And  I,  said  the  smile. 

That  heart  to.  be  guile. 
Since  you  gave  the  poor  mourner  relief. 

Oh  !  then  said  the  tear, 

Sweet  smile  it  is  clear. 
We  are  twins  and  soft  pity  our  mother ; 

And  how  lovely  the  face, 

Which  together,  we  grace, 
Fer  the  woes  and  the  bhss  of  another. 


T86    ) 
The  Garland  of  Love. 

How  sweet  are  the  flowers  that  grow  bv  yon  foun- 
tain, 

And  sweet  are  the    cowslips    that    spangle    the 
g-rove. 

And  sweet  is  the  breeze  that  blows  over  the  moun, 

tarn,  . 

^  But  sweeter  by  far  is  the  lad  that  I  love 
1 11  weave  a  g-ay  garland,  a  fresh  blooming  garland. 
With  hllies  and  roses. 
And  sweet  blooming  posies. 
To  give  to  the  lad  my  heart  tells  me  I  love. 

It  was  down  in  the  vale  where  the  sweet  Torza  Hid- 
ing   '  s 

In  murmuring  stream  ripples  thro'  the  dark  grove  ^ 
I  own  d  whdt  1  feh  all  my  passion  confiding. 

To  ease  the  fond  sighs  of  the  lad  that  1  love, 
i  nen  1 11  weave  a  gay  garland,  a  fresh  blooming  gar- 

With  lilhes  and  roses, 
.^       .       -^"^  sweet  blooming  posies. 
To  give  to  the  lad  my  heart  tells  me  I  love. 

I  have  Lov^dthee^  dearly  Lov^d  thee. 

I  have  lov'd  thee,  dearly  lov'd  thee^ 

Through  an  age  of  worldly  wo, 
How  ungrateful  1  have  prov'd  thee. 

Let  my  mournful:  exile  show. 
Ten  long  years  of  anxious  sorrow. 

Hour  by  hour,  I  counted  o'er. 
Looking  tbrward  till  to-morrow, 

Bveiy  day  1  lov'd  thee  more. 
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Power  nor  spleador  could  not  charm  me, 

I  no  joy  in  v/ealth  could  see. 
Nor  could  threats  or  fears  alarm  me, 

SaA^e  the  fear  of  losing"  thee. 
When  the  storms  of  fortune  pressed  thee 

I  have  Vvept  to  see  thee  v/eep ; 
V/hen  relentless  cares  distressed  thee, 

I  have  hilljd  those  cares  to  sleep. 


The  Rose, 


To  a  shady  ret  re  at  fair  Eliza  I  traced. 

Sweet  fiow'rs  spread  their  fragrance  around  ; 

She  pluck'd  from  its  bed  a  fond  rose,  and  she  plac'd 
In  her  bosom  this  flow'r,  her  fair  imag-e  to  grace  : 

She  goddess  of  love  might  be  crown'd. 

I  sof  dy  approach  d,  and  the  rose  thus  address-d  : 

Thou  SAveetest  of  flowers  that  blows^ 
How  envied  thy  lot,  above  mortals  how^  blest 

Art  thou  thus  on  beauty's  soft  bosom  caress'dl — 
Would  fiite  had  decreed  me  a  rose. 


My  Beary, 

Adown  a  green  valley  there  liv'd  an  old  maid. 
Who  beir.g  past  sixty  her  charms  'gan  to  fade^ 
And  waitiug'  for  husbands  was  weary ; 
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She  was  monstrous  rich,  that  for  me  was  enough 
And  sadly  I  wanted  to  finger  the  stuff,  ' 

So  says  I,  would  3^ou  marr}',  Mr  Dearv, 
.  Pretty 7)ear7, 
Tidde  rig-ht  fol  de  lol"  de  da. 

Says  she,  you  embarrass  me  comina-  to  w-oo. 

She  tried  for  to  blush,  but  she  bkish'd rather  blui 

For  her  cheeks  of  the  roses  were  wastry  • 
Sa}-s  she  1  have  been  told  you're  a  sad  u^c'ked  man 
And  try  for  to  cheat  all  the  girls  that  you  can 

Says  I,  don't  beheve  it,  My  Deary.  ' 

Sweet  Deary," &c. 

She  'greed  that  I  for  the  license  should  go, 
But  crossing  my  time  came  a  tall  Irish  beaux, 

Like  me  in  the  pocket  was  leary ; 
And  out  of  his  calf's  head  such  sheep's  eyes  thre\^ 

he. 
That  a  mere  httle  hob  of  a  thumb  she  calPd  me. 
S9  he  diddled  me  out  of  Mv  Deary. 
Pretty  jieary,  &c. 


Tobacco. 

.in  Jlncient  Ballad, 

Tobacco  is  an  Indian  weed. 

Grows  gi-een  in  the  morn,  cut  down  at  eve 

It  sliows  our  decay. 

We 'are  but  clav — 
Think  ofv^iis^  and  smoke  Tobacco. 
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The  pipe  that  is  so  lilly  white, 
IVhereiu  bomaiiy   ake  dehg-ht, 

is  broke  with  a  touch, 

Man's  life  is  sucii, 
riiink  of  this  and  smoke  Tobacco, 
rhe  ashes  that  are  iefi  beiiiiid, 
May  serve  lo  put  us  ali  in  mind^ 

That  into  dust, 

Return  we  must — 
Think  of  this  and  srnoke  Tobacco. 
The  pipe  that  is  so  foul  within,  ~.^, 

Shews  how  man's  soid  is  stani'd  with  sin. 

It  does  require, 

To  be  purg-'d  with  fire — 
Think  of  tlus,  while  you  smoke  Tobacco. 
The  smoke,  that  does  so  high  ascend, 
Shows  how  man's  iFfe  must  have  an  end .: 

The  vapor's  g-one —  " 

Man's  li-i'e  is  done — 
iTliinkof  this  while  you  smoke  Tobacco, 


Faddy  in  a  Pucker. 

'Twas  bus'ness  rcquir'd  I'd  from  Dublin  be  straying', 

I  barg-ain'd  the  captain  to  sail  pretty  quick, 
But  just  at  the  moment  the  anchor  was  Vv-eig-imig-, 

■A  spalpeen  he  wanted  to  play  me  a  trick. 
Says  he,  paddy,  g-o  down  stairs  and  fetch  me   some 
beer  now :  - 

Says  J,  by  my  shoul  you're  nionstratiously  kind; 
Then  yoii'll  s:i:l  away,  and  Fll  look  very  queer  now 
V/hcn  I  come  up  and  sec  nnself  all  left  i)eTiind. 
With  -my  tal  de  ral  la,  &c."    And  sing  pdliluh, 
whi-Hlfia, whlliiluh, piililuh,  whack,  boderatioii, 
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A  storm  met  the  ship  and  did  so  dodg-e  her, 

Says  the  captain,  we'll  sink  or  be  all  cast  away; 
Thinks  i,  never  mind,  'cause  I'm  only  a  lodg-er 

And  my  life  is  insured,  so  the  office  must  pay. 
But  a  teaf  who  was  sea-sick  kick'd  up  such  a  riot, 

Tho'  I  lay  quite  sick,  and  speechless,  poor  elf, 
I  could  not  help  bawling-,  you  spalpeen  be  quiet-; 

Do  you  think  there's  nobody  dead  but  yourself. 
Wid  your  piliiluh,  &c. 

Well,  we  got  safe  on  shore,  every  son  of  his  mother 

There  1  found  an  old  friend,  -Mr.  Paddy  Macgee  ; 
Och,  Dermot,  says  lie,  is  it  you  or  your  brother. 

Says  I,  I've  a  mighty  j^reat  notion  it's  me. 
Then  I  told  him  the  bull  we  had  made  of  our  journey 

But  to  bull-making  Irishmen  always  bear  blame 
Says  he,  my  good  friend,  tho'  we've  bulls  in  Plibernia 

They've  cuckolds  in   England,   and  that's  all  the 
same.      * 

Wid  their  piliiluh,  &c. 

But  froin  all  sorts  of  cuckoldom  heav'n  preserve  us 

For  John  Bull  and  Paddy  Bull's  made  man  and  wife 
And  ev'ry  brave  fellow  who's  kilt  in  their  service, 

Is  sure  of  a  pension  the  rest  of  his  life. 
Then  who  in  defence  of  a  pair  of  such  hearties, 

Till  he'd  no  legs  to  stand  on  would  e'er  run  away  ■ 

Then  a  fig  for  French  brags,  and  your  gi-eat  Bona 

partes. 

King  George  and  the  Union  must  carry  the  day. 
Wid  their  piliiluh,  &c. 
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Will  you  come  to  the  Bower '^ 

Will  you  come  to  the  bow'r  I  have  shaded  for  you : 
Our  bed  shall  be  roses,  bespang-led  with  dew. 

Will  you,  will  you,  will  you,  wiU  you. 

Come  to  the  bow'r  ? 

There  under  the  bow'r,  on  roses  you  11  lie. 

With  a  blush  on  your  cheek,  but  a  smile  in  your  eye^ 

Will  you,  will  you,  &c. 

Smile  my  belov'd  ? 

But  the  roses  we  press  shall  not  rival  your  lip, 
Nor  the  dew  be  so  sweet  as  the  kisses  we'll  sip; 

Will  you,  will  you,  See. 

liiss  me,  my  love  ? 

And  O  !  for  the  joys  that  are  sweeter  than  dew, 
JFrom  languishing  roses,  or  kisses  fi-om  you. 

Will  you,  will  you,  &c. 

Won't  you,  my  love  ? 


A  Landlady  of  France, 

«A  Landlady  of  France ,  she  lovd  an  officer,  'tis  said, 
And  tliis  officer  he  dearly  lov'd  her  brandy,  O ; 

Sigh'd  she,  I  love  this  officer^   although  his  nose  is 
red, 
And  his  legs  are  what  his  regiment  call  bandy,  O. 

But  when  this  band}'  officer  was  order'd  to  the  coast, 
How  she  tore  her  lovely  locks,  that  look'd  so  san- 
dy, O; 
Adieu,  my  soul ;  says  she,  if  you  write,  pra^*  pay  the 
post, 
But  before  we  part,  let's  take  a  drop  of  brandy,  O; 
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S4ie  fill'd  him  out  a  bumper,  just  before  he  left  the 
town. 
And  another  for  herself  so  neat  and  handy,  O  ; 
So  they  kept  their  spirits  up,  by  their  pouring' s.pirits 
down, 
For  love  is  like  the  chohc,  cur'd  with  brandy,  O. 

Take  a  bottle  on't,  said  she,  for  you're  going  into 
camp  ; 
In  your  tent  you  know,  my  love,  'twill  be  the  dan- 
dy, O.      . 

You're  right,  says  he,  my  life !  for  a  tent  is  very 
damp ; 
And  'tis  better,  with  my  tent,  to  take  some  brau:; 
dv,  0. 


Jeiv  Pedler, 


Vatsh  te  matter,  g-oot  folks, 
Dat  you  pass  your  jokes, 
On  dish  new  fashion  goots,  what  I  cry 
Dant  you  know  very  well, 
Dat  a  Jew  ought  to  sell, 
Yatever  a  Christian  will  buy. 
If  itsli  a  long  taild  pig, 
Or  a  sliort  tail'd  pig — 
Or  a  pig  widout  never  a  tail : 
A  Jew  pig. 
Or  a  true  pig. 
Or  a  pig  wid  a  curling  tail. 

Tho'  I  cry  no  more, 
,  Vat  I  sold  you  before, 
Ye%  by  Cot,  is  coniisal  top  : 
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You  may  come  for  a  cake, 
Widout  any  mistake, 
For  dere's  always  a  cake  mid  a  Jew- 
Buy  my  long  taildpig,  &c. 

Our  people  may  stare, 
When  dey  hear  dish  afVair, 

Lack  a  daisy,  'tis  noding  at  all ; 
De  mistakes  dat  }  ou  meet 
E\er}'  day  in  de  street. 

Is  far  vorse  den  for  smouches  to  call ; 
A  long  tail'd  pig,  &c 

You  may  see  a  young  man. 

As  tin  as  my  hand, 
Widhis  head  in  a  councellor's  wig, 

And  a  clumsy  old  chap. 

In  a  light-horseman's  cap; 
A  citizen,  fat  as  a  pig. 

A  long  tail'd  pig,  &c. 

Old  hunky  for  life. 

Pig  in  vid  a  wife, 
And  noding  but  words  prevail; 

Den  de  bisnesh  you  know, 

To  de  proctor  dey  go, 
And  dere  by  hangs  a  tale. 

Of  a  long  tail'd  pig,  &o. 

Here  ladies  of  rank. 

At  a  i'aro  bank, 
Dere's  a  barber's  boy  in  a  gig; 

Dere's  my  lord  and  his  gi*ace, 

Vaiting  in  duke's  place. 
And  here  is  a  Jew  selhug  pig, 

A  long  tail'd  pig,  &.C. 
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Paddy  O'Learij, 


Adown  a  dark  alley  I  courted  a  maid. 

Miss  Judy  M'Snifter,  who  washd  for  a  trade; 

Och,  Cupid  led  me  a  fig'ary, 
Her  toes  they  turnd  in,  and  her  hack  it  gi'ew  out,        < 
And  her  eyes  look'd  so  meltiiiy^  across    her  long-J 
snout, 
They  bothered  poor  Paddy  O'Leary, 
Mr.  Leary,  Paddy  Leary,  Och  fiUiloo, 
Fbl  de  rol  de  rol. 

Miss  Judy  M'Snifter  was  bandy,  'tis  true, 

Her  mouth  very  wide,  and  her  nose  rather  blue ; 

She  put  me  in  such  a  quAudar/ ; 
Says  she,  "I  could  love  you  the  whole  of  my  hie. 
But  they  say  that  in  Ireland  you've  left  your  old 
wife ;'" 
"Don't  believe  it,"  said  Paddy  O'Leary, 
Mr.  Leary,  &c. 

So  a  bargain  we  made,  soon  at  church  to  say  g-race. 
Which  I  seal'd  with  a  kiss  on  her  sweet  yellow  face. 

But  I  soon  did  repent  my  figary ; 
When  we  had  been  married  a  year  and  a  day. 
With  a  dirty  coal  heaver  my  wife  i  an  av/ay, 

"Devil  speed  you,"  said  Paddy  O'Leary, 
Mr.  Leary,  &c. 


Crim.  Con.  we  all  know  is  the  rage  in  tliis  town. 
So  for  damages  I  tho't  to  make  him  come  down. 

But  the  law  it  was  dev'lish  contrary  ; 
For  all  that  they  gave,  when  much  blarney'd  been. 

said. 
For  planting  a  pair  cf  big  horns  on  my  head. 
Was  five  shillings  to  Paddy  0'Lear}\ 

Mr.  Leary,  &c. 
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Down  by  yon  Bank, 

Oh !  I  first  saw  the  youth,  who  to  me  came  a  wooiiTg^, 

Down  by  yon  bank,  v/here  the  wave  g^ently  flow ; 

'Twas  there  his  soft  langT.iag'e  my  coyness  subduing-. 

First  taug-ht  me  the  sweets  of  affection  to  know: 
'Twas  there  he  sung-  g'aily,  my  fancy  entrancing-^ 
Till  scarce  we  perceiv'd  how  the  nig-ht  was  advanc- 
ing-; 
The  moon  beams  so  g-ay  on  the  wave  tops  were  dancs- 
ing, 
Ah !  down  by  yon  bank  where  the  waves  gently 
flow. 

I  strove  not  to  hsten,  but  how  could  I  grieve  him, 
Down  by  yon  bank  where  the  waves  gently  flow? 

He  svvore  he  would  die  if  I  did  not  behave  liim  : 
And  this  is  no  time  to  kill  sailors  you  know. 

At  parting  he  look'd,  and  he  heav'd  suc^i  a  sigh  too^ 

I  really  believe  I'd  a  tear  in  my  eye  too ; 

If  i  can  forget  it,  I  can't  say  that  I  do, 

Down  by  yon  bank  where  the  waves  gently  flow; 


The  Glasses  Sparkle. 

The  glasses  sparkle  on  the  board. 

The  wine  is  ruby  bright. 
The  reign  of  pleas-  re  is  restored. 

Of  ease  and  gay  delight ; 
The  day  is  gone,  the  night's  ourownj 

Then  let  us  feast  the  soul, 
-If  any  pain  or  care  remi^in, 

Why  tkown  it  in  the  bowL, 
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Why  drown  it  in  the  bowP, 
If  any  pain  or  care  remain, 
"Why  drown  it  in  the  bowl. 

This  World,  they  say's  a  world  of  wo. 

Br.tthatl  do  deny; 
Can  sorrow  from  the  g-oblet  flow. 

Or  pain  from  beauty's  eyef 
The  wise  are  fools,  with  all  their  rules, 

\A'hen  they  would  joy  control; 
If  life's  a  pain  I  say  again, 

Let's  drown  it  in  a  bowl. 

That  time  flies  fast  the  poet  sings> 

Then  surely  it  is  wise, 
In  rosy  wine  to  d'p  his  wings, 

And  seize  him  as  he  flies : 
Th'S  night  is  our's   then  strew  with  flower> 

The  moments  as  they  roll. 
If  any  care  or  pain  remain, 

Why  drown  it  in  a  bowl. 


01ie  Tempest, 


Cease,  inide  Boreas  bhtstering  railer ! 

iJst  ye  landsmen  all  to  me  ; 
Messmates  hear  a  brother  sailor  ] 

Sing  the  dangers  of  the  sea.  ^ 

From  boundless  billows  first  in  motion, 

^yhen  the  distant  whirlwinds  rise,  ', 

To  the  tempest  troubled  ocean, 

^^'here  the  seas  contend  with  skies.  '\ 

Hark!  the  boatswain  hoarsely  bawling — 
"By  topsail  shee-s  and  haulyards  stand! 

Down  top  gallants  qvick  be  hauhng! 
Down  your  stay  sails,  hand  boys  hand  ■ 


(  &7  ) 

Now  it  freshens,  set  the  braces ; 

Quick  the  topsail  sheets  let  go; 
Lutt,  boys,  luiT,  don't  make  wry  faces! 

Up  your  topsails  nimbly  clew  ! 

Now  all  you  on  down  beds  sporting. 

Fondly  lock'd  in  beauty's  arms, 
Fi*esh  enjoyments,  wanton  courting. 

Free  from  all  but  love's  alarms — 
Round  us  roars  the  tempest  louder ; 

Think  what  fears  our  minds  enthral  1 
Harder  yet,  it  yet  blows  harder ! 

Now  again  the  boatswain  calls. 

The  topsail  yards  point  to  the  wind  boys :  • 

See  all  clear  to  reef  each  course  ; 
Let  the  fore  sheets  go  ;  don't  mind  boys. 

Though  the  weather  should  be  worse. 
Fore  and  aft  the  sprit  sail  yard  get. 

Reef  the  mizen  ;  see  all  clear; 
Hands  up  each  preventer  brace  set ; 

Man  the  fore  yards ;  cheer  lads,  cheer. 

Now  the  dreadful  thunder's  roaring, 

Peals  on  peals  contending  clash ; 
On  our  heads  fierce  rain  falls  pouring, 

In  our  eyes  blue  lightning  flash. 
One  wide  water  all  around  us^ 

All  above  us  one  black  sky ; 
Diff'rent  deaths  at  once  surround  us, 

Hark  what  means  that  dreadful  cry  ? 

The  foremast's  gone !  ci"ies  ev'ry  tongiie  out. 
O'er  the  lee,  twelve  feet  'bove  deck. 

A  leak  beneath  the  chest  tree's  sprung  out  •. 
Call  all  hands  to  clear  the  wreck. 

Quick  the  landyards  cut  to  pieces  ; 
Come  mv  hearts  be  stout  and  bold ; 
F  9 
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•^lumb  the  well — the  leak  increases. 
Four  feet  water's  in  the  hold. 

While  o*er  ship  wild  waves  are  beating,. 

We  for  wives  and  children  rm>urn  ; 
Alas  !  from  hence  there's  no  retreating  r 

Alas    to  them  there's  no  return. 
Still  the  leak  is  g-aining-  on  us ; 

Both  cliain  pumps  are  choak'd  belovv'.; 
Heaven  have  mercy  here  upon  us ; 

For  only  thou  can  save  us  now. 

0-er  the  lee  beam  is  the  land,  boys. 

Let  the  guns  overboard  be  thrown. 
To  the  pump  conte  ev'ry  hand,  boys  ; 

See  our  mizen  mast  is  gone 
The  leak  we've  found;  it  cannot  pour  fasts 

We've  lighten'd  lier  a  foot  or  more  ; 
Up,  and  rig  a  jury  fore  mast ; 

She  rights,  she  rights,  boys,  we're  off  shore.l 

Now  once  more  on  joys  we're  tiiinking. 

Since  kind  f.rtune's  spar'd  our  lives. 
Come,  the  csn,  boys  let's  be  di'inking 

To  our  sweethearts  and  our  wives. 
Fill  it  up   about  ship  v.heel  it, 

Close  to  our  lips  the  brimmer  join, 
Where's  the  tempest  now  ?  who  fteis  it  r 

Now,  our  danger's  drown'd  in  wine. 


(99     ) 
Wife^  Children  and  Friends. 

TU7:?E — Though  Leixlip  may  bomt,  <Jc. 

@r.c  daywhen  to  Jove  Yne  blact  list  was  pvescr.lccl. 

The  list  of  what  Fate  for  each  mortal-lutcnds  : 
At  the  loiv^-  string'  of  ills  a  kind  g'oddeas  relented, 

And  slipped  in  three  blessings — Wife,  Children  and 
Fr\enQ3. 
In  vain  surly  Pluto  declared  he  was  cheated, 

And  justice  divine  could  not  compass  its  ends  ; 
The  scheme  of  man's  penance:  he  swore  was  defeated, 
-  For  earth  became  heaven   v-ith — Wife,  Children 
and  Friends. 

If  the  stock  af  our  bliss  is  in  strangers  V.:ir.ds  vested^ 

Tine  funds  ill  secured,  oft  in  bankruptcy  emls  ; 
But  tile  heart  issues  bills  that  are  never  protested, 

W^hen  ditiwn  on  the-  %m  of — Wife,  'Children  and 
jTiends.  \  '  \     .  ■    ^^  . 

The  day  spring  of  youth,  s^li  v  nclouded  ly  sorrow. 

Alone  on  itself  for  enjoySnent  de|>encls  ; 
But  drear  is  the  twiiig-ht  of  ^e,  if  it  bbmov.- 

No  v^armth  from  the   smdes  of— Vv  ife,    Children. 
and  Friends. 

The  soldier  whose  deeds  hve  immortal  in  story. 

Whose  duty  to  far  distant  latitude  ».nd3  ; 
With  transport  would  barter  whole  ages  of  gldry  1 
For   one  happy   day   with — Wife,    Children   &\v. 
Friends. 
Though  valor  still  glows  in   his   life's  waj-ring  em 
hers,  ,  . 

The  death  wounded  tar,  who.hi^  colors  defends. 
Drops  a  tear  of  regi-et  as  he  dying  remerabevs,. 
Hwv  blest    was  tiis  home,    v-iih— Wife,  Childrer. 
and  Fi'iends. 
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Tho'  spice  breathing  gales  o'er  jiis  caravan  hover, 

Tho'  round  him  Arab.a's  whole  fragiance  a?c;  nds; 
The  Merchant  still  thinks  of  the  woodbint.>    h;.:  co- 
ver 
TheboM-'r  where  he  sat  with  VMfe,  Cliii^i..    .;.:id 
Friends. 
Let  the  breath  of  renown  ever  freshen  andnourish 
The  hmrel,  wliich  o'er  the  dead  favorite  bends; 
O'er  me  wave  the  willow,  and  long  ma\  it  flourish, 
Bedew'd  with  the   tears   of— Wife/ Children  and 
Friends. 

Let  us  drink,  for  my  song's  gi'owing  graver  and  gi'a- 
ver, 
To  subjects  too  solemn  insensibly  tends; 
Let  us  drink,  pledge  me  high,  love  and  \irtue  shall 
flavor. 
The    glass   that    I   fill   to— Wife,     Children  and 
Friends. 
And  if  in  hope  this  fair  land  for  to  plunder. 
The  tyrant  of  Britain  to  invade  us  intends. 
How  his  legions  will  shrink, .  when   our  arm'd  free- 
men thunder 
The   war  cry,  Columbians— Wife,    Children   and 
Friends. 


Galley  Slave, 


<A !    think  on  my  fate,  once  T  freedom  enjoyM, 

Was  as  happy  as  happy  could  be. 
But  pleasure  is  fled,  even  hope  is  destroyed* 

jV captive,  alas!  on  the  sea. 
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i  was  ta'eii  by  the  foe,  'vwAh  ilie  fljlt  of  fate. 

To  tear  me  from  her  1  adore. 
When  tLought  brings  to  mind  my  ahce  happ^y  esLate, 

I  sig'h !  wiiiie  i  tag-  at  the  oar. 

Hard  hard  is  my  fate.  Oh  how  galling-  my  chain '. 

My  hfe's  steered  by  misery's  chart ; 
Andthoug-h  'gainst  my  tyrants  I  scorn  to  complain  ! 

Tears  gush  forch  to  ease  my  fvill  heart. 
1  disdain  e'en  to  sluink,  tho'  I  feel  the  sharp  lash. 

Yet  my  heart  bleeds  for  lier  I  adore, 
Wiiile  around  me  the  unfeehng  billows  will  dash, 

I  sig-h  !  and  still  tug  at  the  car. 

How  fortune  deceives !  I  had  pleasure  in  tow. 

The  port  where  she  dwelt  we'^d  ni  view  ; 
But  the  wished  nuptial  morn  was   o'er-clouded  with 
wo, 

And  dear  Anna  !  was  I  hurri'd  from  you. 
Our  shallop  was  boavded  and  1  borne  away. 

To  behold  my  dear  Anna  no  more. 
But  despair  wastes  my  spirits,  my  form  feels  decaj^  r 

He  sig'h'd  and  expir'd  at  the  oar. 


To  the  neglecfed  Ilavi)  of  Sylvius, 

TVSE — -'Erin  go  Bragit.'^'' 

Oh!  harp  of  lerne,  retire  to  thy  slumbers,      , 
With  chilling  neglect  and  inglorious  repose  ; 

Go  sleep  where  the  cold  damp  of  slumber  encum^ 
bers, 
The  cords  of  th''  io^-?  and  the  wires  of  thy  woes : 


(  10^  ) 

Tlie  hand  tliat  inspir'd  thee,   and  taught  thy  puls^r>. 
t^on  i 

To  vibrate  to  feelinr.^ s  delightful  sensation, 
Alas  !  is  unbless-d  in  a  far  distant  nation, 

Where  the    broad  branching  oak-tree  of  Uberiu 

gl'OWS. 

Sweet  voice  of  green  Ulle:.!  lost  friend  of  the  nias- 
ter. 

No  more  shall  the  wires  of  thy  melody  swell; 
To  thy  counti-y's  distress,  or  the  minstrel's  disaster 

For  he,  in  deep  anguish,  has  bade  thee  farewell : 
Alas  for  poor  Sylvius  !  though  slender  his  merit. 
His  pride  and  his  hopes  were  as  strong  as  his  spirit  .- 
Yet  these  were  the  most  he  was  doom'd  to  inherit. 

For  the  Mamia  of  fortune  for  liim  never  fell. 

But,  harp  of  the  bard!  if  lerne's  \y\\<1  flowers, 
And  Erin's  green  shamrccks  can  cherish  the  iiame 

Of  songs  in  thy  stri.^.gs,  and  thfeir  musical  powers, 
Till  Erin  her  son  and  her  patriot  shall  claim  : 

Again  shall  he  wake  thee  fron;  stupor  and  sleeping 

Vrhere  silence,  a  captive,  now  liolds  thee  inkeepir.;:,. 

On   tiie    couch  of  neglect,   where  the   willows   arc; 
weeping. 
Their  tears  of  regret  on  the  heart-strings  of  fam? 

Yet  if  to  a  painful  existence  he's  fated, 

To  woes,  v.'hich  in  clouds  o;' misfortune  must  set^ 

If  the  gods  have  ordain'd,  he  shall  ne'er  be  translat- 
^    ed 
To  the  dear  native  land  v/hich  he  left  with  regret  -. 

Oh  !  th^n  let  oblivion's  forgetfulness  sever, 

The  wo  widened  wire    strings,  v/iueli.  Sylvius  shall  ; 
never,  '    "-'        >         -' 

Awake  again,  and  be  silent  for  ever,      ■  ; 

Till  Erin  her  wrongs  and  afflictions  forget ' 
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Xike  hernational  spirit,  unnerved  in  m  ^ig'or, 
13y  the  death-touch  of  Britain^s  unmerciful  hnnd, 

Or  her  freedom  that  shrunk  from  her  scourge  bear- 
ing- vigor, 
Of  power,  or  of  t}Tanny's  torpedic  -wand  : 

Go!  dream,  hke  her  fame,  but  on pillovrs less  sorry 

O'er  the  days  that  have  set  with  the  sun  of  thy  glo- 
ry; 

And  let  pity  alone  drop  a  tear  on  my  story. 
Lost  lure  of  a  lovely  but  ill  treated  land ! 


Song. 

TUKE — '■'^  Adlsii  my  heart  -varm^''  &c- 

Go  youth  belov'd  in  distant  glades. 

New  friends,  new  hopes,  new  jo;,''s  to  find, 
Yet  sometimes  deign,  'midst  fairer  maids, 

To  think  on  her  thou  leav'st  beiiind; 
Thy  love,  thy  fate,  'dear  youth  to  share^ 

Must  never  Se  my  happy  lot  ;•  " 
But  thou  may  s^  want  this  humble  prayer. 

Forget  me  oh  ! — fo'rget  me  not. 

Yet  should  th^  thought  of  my,distress, 

E'er  painful  to  thy  fee^ngs  be  ; 
Heed  not  the  '^ish  I  now  express, 

Or  ever  deign  to  think  on  me. 
But  oh  !  ^if  g-rief  thy^steps  attend. 

If  want  and  sickness  be  thy  lot ; 
A-ti d  you  requh-e  a.  soothing  friehd, 

Forg-et  hie  oh! — -forg-et  me  not. 


(  104  ) 
Mderman  Gobble. 


'f  om  Gobble  was  a  grocer's  son, 

Hei^'-ho  !   sa}  s  Gobble  , 
He  g-ave  a  ven'son  dinner  for  fun. 
And  he  had  a  belly  as  big-  as  a  tun, 

V/ith  liis  handy  dandy,  bacon  and  ^ravy. 
Ah,  ah  !  says .  Alderman  Gobble. 

The  servant  usher'd  the  company  in, 

Heigho!  says  Gobble, 
The  dinner  is  ready,  quoth  Tom  with  a  grin. 
So  he  tuck'd  a  napkin  under  his  chin. 

With  liis  handy  dandy,  bacon  andgra\y3 
Ah,  ha  !  says  Alderman  Gobble. 

Then  Betty  the  cook  she  g-ave  a  squall, 

Heigho  !  says  Gobble,  t 

Poor  John  the  foot  man  has  had  a  fall. 
And  down  stairs  tumbled  ven'son  and  all, 
"With  his  handy  dandy,  bacon  and  gravy, 
Alas!  says  Alderman  Gobble. 

So  down  the  Alderman  ran  in  a  fright, 

Heigho!  says  Gobble, 
And  there  sat  Jolin  in  a  terrible  plight. 
Astride  on  the  ven'son*bolt  upright, 

With  his  handy  dandy  bacon  and  gjavy^ 
Dear  me  !  says  Alderman  Gobble. 

Was  ever  man  so  crvielly  put  oij, 

Heigho  !  says  Gobble, 
Get  off  from  the  meat  you- rascally  glutton. 
You've  made  my  ven'son  a  saddle  ofmntion, 

With  your  handy  dandv^,  bacon  and  gravy, 
'Jood  lack !  says  Alderman  Gobble. 


f 
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I  Lord  sir,  says  Betty  what  a  splash, 

i      Heigho  !  says  Gobble, 
'Tis  amonstrovis  bad  mmbiistical  crash, 
But  to-morrow  I'll  tickle  it  up  in  a  hash, 
,    With  my  handy  dandy,  bacon  and  ^'avy^ 
Ah,  do  !  savs  Alderman  Gobble. 


Young  Lohskiv 

Young  Lobski  said  to  his  ugly  wife, 
« I  m  off  till  to-moiTOW  to  tish  my  hfe," 
Sa}  s  Mistress  Lobski,  "  I'm  sm-e  you  a-nt. 
But  you  brute,  you  are  going  to  gal-h-vant. 
To  gal-li-vant,  to  gal-U-vant, 
You  brute  you  are  going  to  gal-li-vant". 

"VYhat  Mrs.  Lobski  said  was  right, 
Gay  Mr.  Lobski  was  out  all  night; 
He'  ne'er  went  to  fish  it  is  known  very  well, 
But  where  he  went  1  shall  nOt  tell. 
I  shaU  not  tell,  &c. 

Next  morning  Mr.  Lobski  ktiew. 
He  had  caught  no  fish,  so  he  bought  a  few, 
Thinks  he,  my  wife  won't  sn;>oke  my  plot. 
And  she  will  bite,  though  the  fish  did  not. 
The  fish  did  not,  8cc. 

When  Lobski  to  his  spouse  drew  near,. 
Says  she,  "  what  sport  have  you  had  my  dear  ?" 
«  The  river,"  says  he,  "•  is  full  of  water  rats, 
And  I've  only  caught  you  a  dozen  sprats.'* 
A  dozen  sprats,  &c, 
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"  A  dozen  sprats,  base  man,"  says  she, 
"  Wbut  catch  in  the  river,  the  fish  of  the  sea  ? 
You  ma}-  draw  a  long  line,  Mr.  Lob  ski,  I  know. 
But  'tis  clear  you  can  dravv^  a  much  longer  bow.^** 

A  long-er  bow,  &;c. 
Let  all  men,  who  are  frail  in  flesh, 
Observe  salt  wat^r  is  not  fresh ; 
Por  wives  their  husbands  will  condemn. 
Who  think  with  sprats  to  gudgeon  theiir. 
-     .  To  gudgeon  them. 


Merrily^  Merrily^  Bounds  the  Bark: 

'  Merrily,  merrily,  bounds  the  bark, 

She  bounds  before  the  gale, 
The  mountain  breeze  from  Bernabarah, 

Is  joyous  in  her  sail ! 
With  fiutt'ring  sound  like  laughter  hoarse^ 

The  cords  and  canvass  strain, 
The  waves  divided  by  her  force, 

In  rippling  eddies  chas'd  her  course^ 
As  if  they  laugh'd  again. 
Merrily,  merrily,  bounds  the  bark. 

O'er  the  broad  ocean  driv'n. 
Her  path  by  Romin's  mountains  dark. 

The  steerman's  hand  has  given. 
And  "Romin's  mountains  dark  have  seng, 

Their  hunters  to  the  shore. 
And  each  his  ashen  bow  unbent, 

And  gave  his  pastime  o*er. 

MeiTily,  merrily,  goes  the  bark. 

On  a  breeze  from  the  northward  free  f 

So  shoots  throug'h  the  morning- sky  the  lark; 
<^r  the  swan  thro'  the  -summer  se«t 


J^errilly,  men-ily,  goes  the  bai-k. 

Before  the  gale  she  bounds  ; 
So  darts  the  dolphin  from  the  shark;,. 

Or  the  deer  before  the  hounds. 

They  paused  not  at  Columbia'^s  isle, 
Tho'  peal'd  tae  bells  from  the  holy  pile. 

With  long  and  measured  toll : 
No  time  for  matin  or  for  mass. 
And  the  sounds  of  the  holy  summons  pass, 

Away  in  the  billow's  roll. 
Ever  the  breeze  blows  merrily, 
But  tlie  galley  ploughs  the  sea. 


The  IVilloiv  Tree. 

Oh,  take  me  to  your  r.rms  love,  for  keen  the  wind 

doth  blow ; 
Oh,  take  me  to  your  arms  love,  for  bitter  is  my  woe, 
She  hears  me  not,  she  cares  not,  nor  v.ili  she  list  to 

me ; 
^y]lile  here  I  lie,  alone   to  die,  beneath  the  v/illov/ 

tree  ? 

My  love  has  wealth  and  beauty  the  rich  attend  the 

door. 
My  love  has  wealth  and  beauty,  and  1  alas!  am  poor. 
The  riband  fair  that  bound  her  hair,  is  all  that's  left 

to  me. 
While  here  I  lie,  in  misery,  beneath  the  willow  tree. 

I  once  had  gold  and  silver,  I  thought  'ern  without 

end ; 
I  once  had  g^old  and  silver,  I  thought  I  had  a  friend; 
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My  wealth  is  lost,  my  friend  is  false,  my  lova  she 

stole  from  me ; 
And  here  1  lie,  alone  to  die,  beneath  the  wiUa\\- 

tree; 


The  Waterman^- 


Bound  prentice  to  a  waterman,  I  learned  a  bit  to 
row, 
But  bless  your  heart,  I  always  was  so  gay. 
That  to  treat  a  Uttle  water-n}mph,  that  took  my 
heart  in  tow, 
I  runn'd  myself  in  debt  a  bit,  and  then  I  runn'd  a- 
way. 

Sing-ing-,  ri  toi,  fol  de  rol,  yeo  ho. 

Board  a  man  of  war  I  enter'd  next,  and  larn'd  to 
quali  good  flip, 
A.nd  far  from  home  we  scudded  on  so  gay ; 
I  ran  my  rigs,  but  hk'd  so  well  captain,  crew  and 
ship. 
That,  run  what  will,  why  d-mee  if  I  ever  mn  a- 
way. 

Sing,  ri  tol,  &c. 

Onboard  the  Philadelphia,  I  sail'd  the  world aroundj 

But,  somehow,  I  a  prisonor  was  tae'n; 
vSo  when  the  Turkish  jailor  to  my  dungeon  shew'd  a 
light, 
I  bhnded  just  his  peepers  and  then  ran  away  a- 
guin. 
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D mee  how  y'd  have  laug-h'd,  to  have  seen  the 

fellow  bring'  in  a  basin  of  broth  and  an  old  mouldy 
bniscuit,  clear  the  gang-  way,   says  I-you  be  d-m'd 
says  he-so  I  out  with  a  stale  quid  and  stung  him  rig-ht 
in  the  eye,  and  then  went  oft' 
singing,  ri  tol,  &,c. 

I've  ran  a  many  lisk  in  life,  on  ocean  and  on  shore, 
^  But  always,  like  a  tar,  got  the  day ; 
And  fighting  in  Columbia's  cause,  will  run  as  many 
more. 
But  let  me  face  ten  thousand  foes,  will  never  run 
away. 
Run  d — m  me  never — while  we  are  able  to  toast  our 
girls   drink  our  flip,  and  fight  under  the  command 

of  our  brave  commodores  Decatur  and  Perry, 

d — mn  my  vv'ig  m}-  friends,  we'll  never  leave  off 
singing,  ri  tol,  &,c. 


The  Mischievous  Bee. 


Little  cupid  one  day  on  a  myrtle  bough  stray 'd, 
And  among  the  sweet  blossoms  he  wantonh'  play'd^ 
Plucking  many  a  bud  from  the  leaves  of  the  ti-ee  ; 
He  felt  that  his  finger  was  stung  by  a  bee. 

Little  cupid  he  whimpcr'd,  he  sob'd  and  he  sigh'd. 
Then  ran  to  liis  mother  and  pettishly  cried — 
"  Ah !  Venus,  dear  mother,  I'm  wounded  you  see. 
And  I  ask  for  revenge  on  the  mischievous  bee." 

His  mother  she  laughed  at  the  story  he  told. 
O'er  his  forehead  of  snov.'^,   strok'd  the  ringiets  of 
gold,  G 
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<^'Now  when  you  wound  another,  my  lad,"  answered 

she, 
«  Ere  vour  arrows  are  pointed,  you'll  think  on  the 

bee." 

A  lesson  of  love  let  the  story  impart. 

Ere  the  beam  of  the  eye  light  the  flame  of  your 

heart,  || 

Ye  fair  ones  remember  while  yet  ye  are  free, 
That  the  rose  holds  the  thorn,  and  the  myrtle  the 

bee. 


Bull  Cares. 

Why  should  we  at  our  lots  repine. 

Or  grieve  at  our  distress ; 
Some  think  if  they  should  riches  gain 

They'd  gain  true  happiness ; 
Alas  !  how  vain  is  all  their  gain. 

Since  life  will  soon  decay  ; 
And  since  we're  here  with  fiiends  so  dear. 

Let's  drive  dull  cares  away. 

Why  should  the  rich  despise  the  poor, 

Why  should  the  poor  repine  ; 
A  little  time  will  make  us  all 

In  equal  friendship  join. 
We're  much  to  blame — we're  all  the  same.. 

Alike  ai-e  made  of  clay ; 
And  since  were  here  with  friends  so  dear, 

Let's  drive  dull  cares  away. 

The  only  circumstance  in  hfe. 
That  I  could  ever  find ; 

To  soften  care  and  temper  mirth- 
Is  sweet  content  of  mind, 
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With  such  a  store  we  have  much  more. 

Than  wealth  can  e'er  convey  ; 
And  since  we're  here  with  friends  so  dear. 

Let's  drive  dull  cares  away. 

Let's  malce  the  best  we  can  of  hfe, 

Nor  render  it  a  curse  ; 
But  take  it  as  you  would  a  wife, 

For  better  or  for  v/orse. 
Life  at  the  best  is  but  a  jest, 

A  dreary  winter's  day  ; 
And  since  we're  here  witli  friends  so  dear. 

Let's  drive  dull  cares  away. 

When  ag-e,  old  ag-e,  comes  creeping"  on 

And  we  are  young"  no  more  ; 
Let's  not  repine  at  what  we've  done, 

Or  think  our  pleasures  o'er. 
But  cheerfully,  as  formerly. 

Re  innocently  gay ; 
And  since  we're  here  with  friends  so  dear. 

Let's  drive  dull  cares  away ! 


Wake,  Maid  of  Lorn. 

^^VakCj  maid  of  Lorn  !  the  moments  fly,. 

Which  yet  that  maiden  name  allow ; 
Wake,  maiden  wake !  the  hour  is  nig-h, 

V^^hen  love  shall  claim  a  plighted  vow  : 
By  fear,  thy  bosom'^s  flutt'ring  guest. 

By  hope,  that  soon  shall  fears  remove. 
We  bid  thee  break  the  bonds  of  rest, 

And  wake  thee  at  the  caU  of  love  ? 

Wftke,   Edt;h,  wake!  in  yonder  bay, 
Lie?,  many  a  galley  gaily  mann'dj 
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We  hear  the  meny  pibrochs  play. 
We  see  the  streamer's  silken  band  ; 

Vv'hat  chieftain's  pi^aise  these  pibrochs  sweU, 
Y/hat  crest  is  on  these  banners  wove. 

The  harp  the  minstrel,  dare  not  tell. 
The  riddle  must  be  read  by  love ! 


The  ivreatJi  I  wove  icas  Hope, 

"Twas  evening,  at  that  fairy  hour. 

When  flowers  their  sweetest  fragrance  breathe. 
Dearly  employ 'd  from  every  flower, 

I  fondly  twin'd  a  roseate  w^reath; 
And  said,  vrhen  morning's  3'ellow  beam, 

Shall  chase  the  dew  fraught  spell  of  nightj 
So  blooming  fair  this  bread  may  seem. 

And  ah !  my  heart  was  light. 

The  sun,  in  morning's  softest  ray. 

Shone  brightly  o'er  the  scene  so  dear; 
Boding  as  bland  and  guileless  day. 

As  ever  fancy  promis'd  here ; 
.\las !  my  heart,  it  coidd  not  smile  '. 

For  ah !  the  wreath  it  wove  at  night. 

An  emblem  of  my  soul's  delight. 
Was  seen  to  fade  the  while. 

Oh  !  then  'twas  cold  and  heartless  all. 

When  that  endearing  charm  had  fied/ 
Never  can  future  s'jn  recall. 

Such  faithless  bloom  forever  shed ; ' 
'  Never,'  I  said,  '  in  this  world's  scope.' 

And  press-d  the  gajland  to  my  heai*t ; 

'  Yet  no — we  must  not  will  not  pra'ts' 
Tor  ah!  this  wreath  was  HOPE. 


The  Girl  of  my  heart. 

I  have  paiks,  I  kave  grounds,  I  have  deer,  I  have 
hounds. 

And  for  sporting-  a  ne?.t  little  cottag'e  ; 
1  have  youth,  I  have  wealth,  I  have  strength,  I  hav-c 
health. 

Yet  I  mope  like  a  beau  in  his  dotage. 
"Wh^t  can  I  want  but  the  girl  of  my  heart. 

To  share  those  treasures  with  me  ; 
For  had  I  the  wealth  which  the  Indies  impart^ 

No  pleasure  would  it  give  me, 
Without  the  lovely  girl  of  my  heart,  &c. 

My  domain  far  extends,  and  sustains  social  friends. 

Who  make  music  divinely  enchanting ; 
We  have  balls,  we  have  plays,  we  have  routes,  pub- 
he  days. 

And  still  yet  I  feel  somethirig  a  wanting ; 
What  should  it  be  but  the  girl  of  my  heart. 

To  share  those  treasures  with  me  ; 
And  had  I  the  wealth  which  the  Indies  impart. 

No  pleasure  would  it  give  me. 
Without  the  lovely  girl  of  my  heart,  &c. 


Sally  Roy. 


Fair  Sally,  once  the  village  pride, 
Lies  cold  and  wan  in  yonder  valley  ; 

She  lost  her  lover,  and  then  she  died — 
Grief  broke  the  heart  of  gentle  SaD}', 

Young  Vahant  was  the  hero's  name. 
For  early  valor  fir,d  the  boy, 

^ho  barter'd  all  his  love  for  fame, 
Andkill'd  tlie  hope  of  Sally  Roy  ! 
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Swift  from  the  arms  of  weeping- love. 
As  rag-'d  the  war  in  yonder  valley, 

He  rush'd,  his  martial  powder  to  prove, 
^yhile  faint  with  fear  sunk  lovely  Sally ! 

At noonshe  saw  the  youth  depart ; 

At  eve  she  lost  her  only  joy — 
Ere  night  the  last  throb  of  her  heart 

Declared  the  fate  of  Sally  Roy. 

The  virg-in  train,  in  tears  are  seen. 
While  yeUow  moonlig-ht  fills  the  valley, 

Slow  steahng-  o'er  the  dewy  green. 
Towards  the  grave  of  gentle  Sally. 

And  while  remembrance  wakes  the  sig-h, 
Which  weans  each  feeling-  heart  from  joy. 

The  mournful  dirge,  ascending  high. 
Bewails  the  fate  of  Sally  Roy. 


jRoslin  Castle* 


-Twas  in  that  season  of  the  year. 
When  all  things  gay  and  sweet  appear, 
That  Colin  with  the  morning  ray, 
Arose  and  sung  his  rural  lay. 
Of  Nancy's  chai-ms  the  shepherd  sung ; 
The  hills  and  dales  with  Nanny  rung ; 
While  Roslin  Castle  heard  the  swain. 
And  echo'd  back  the  cheerful  strain. 

Aw^ake  sweet  muse,  the  breatliing  spring 
With  rapture  warms  :  av.'ake  and  sing  : 
Awake  and  join  the  vocal  throng, 
And  hail  the  morning  with  a  son^^ 
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To  Nancy  raise  the  cheerful  lay, 
O  bid  her  haste  and  come  away ; 
In  sweetest  smiles  herself  adorn. 
And  add  new  graces  to  the  morn. 

O  hark  my  love  !  on  every  spray 
Each  feathered  warbler  tunes  his  lay  : 
»Tis  beauty  fires  the  ravish'd  throng, 
And  love  inspires  the  melting  song. 
Then  let  my  ravish'd  notes  arise, 
For  beauty  darts  from  Nancy's  eyes  ; 
And  love  my  rising  bosom  warms, 
And  fills  my  soul  with  sweet  alarms. 

O  come  my  love,  thy  Cohn's  lay. 
With  rapture  calls,  O  come  away  ;  , 

Come  while  the  muse  this  wreath  shaU  twine 
Around  that  modest  brow  of  thine  ; 
b  hither  haste,  and  with  thee  bring 
That  beauty,  blooming  like  the  spring, 
Those  graces  that  divinely  shine. 
And  charm  tliis  raN-ish'd  heart  of  mine. 


The  Wounded  Hussur, 

Vlone  to  the  banks  of  the  dark  roUing  Danube, 

Fair  Adelaid  hied  when  the  battle  was  o  er  ; 
O  whither,  she  cried,  hast  thou  wandered  my  lover . 

Or  here  dost  thou  welter  and  bleed  on  the  shore  t 
What  voice  did  1  hear  !  'twas  Henry  that  sigh'd. 

All  mournful  she  hastened,  nor  wander-d  atar, 
When  bleeding  and  low,  on  the  heath  she  descried. 

By  the  Ught  of  the  moon,  her  poor  wounded  Hussar 
From  his  bosom   that  heav'd  the  last  torrent  was 
streaming, 

Andpale  wasnis  visage, deep  mark'd  with  a  scar. 
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And  dim  was  that  eye,  once  expresslngly  beaming-, 
That  melted  in  love,  and  that  kindled  in  war : 

How  smit  was  poor  Adelaid's  heart  at  the  sight ! 
How  bitter  she  wept  o'er  the  victim  of  war  ! 

"  Hast  thou  come,  my  fond  love,  this   last  sorrowful 
night, 
To  cheer  the  lone  heart  of  your  wounded  Hussar  ?'* 

"  Thou  shalt  live  !  she  rephed,  heaven's  mercy  re- 
lieving; _  ^ 

Each  angriisliing  wound  shall  forbid  me  to  mourn;''' 
"  Ah  !  no,  the  last  pang  in  my  bosom  iiiheaving. 

No  light  of  the  morn  shall  to  Henry  return  ; 
Thou  charaier  of  life,  ever  tender  and  true. 

Ye  babes  of  my  love  that  av/ait  me  afar"— 
His  faultering  tongue  scarce  coidd  murmur  adieu, 

When   he    sunk   in  her  arms,  the  poor  wounded 
Hussar. 


The  Hobbies. 


Attention  pray  give,  while  of  hobbies  1  sing  ; 
For  each  has  his  hobby  from  cobler  to  king ; 
On  some  fav'rite  hobby  we  all  g'et  astride, 
ittid  when  we're  once  mounted  full  gallop  vveride. 
'  Jill  on  hobbies,  all  on  hobbies,  all  on  hobbies,  Cfee  vpf 
aiul  gee  0. 

^ome  hobbies  are  restive  and  hard  for  to  govern. 
E'en  just  like  oui'  wives  they're  so  cursedly  sUibborn ; 
The  hobbies  of  scolds  are  tjieir  husbands  fb>teaze, 
And  the  hobbies  of  lawyers  are  plenty  of fei^.-- 
Thafs  their  hoUy^,  zgc.- 


The  beaux,  those  sweet  gentlemen's  hobbies,  gorod 

lack ' 
Is  to  wear  great  large  poultices  ty'd  round  the  neck; 
And  think  in  the  ton  and  the  tippy  they're  drest, 
If  they've  breeches  that  reach  from  the   ankle  to 

cbest.  ,     ,        ,   ,,      _- 

That^s  their  hobby,  &c. 

The  hobbies  of  sailors,  when  soft  moor'd  in  port, 
Are  their  wives  and  their  sweet  hearts  to  toy  wrtti 

and  spoil :  ,    , ,       ,    i,  i 

When  our  navy's  completed,  their  hobby  shajl  be, 
To  shew  the  whole  world  that  America's  free. 
That^s  their  hobby,  &c. 

The  hobbies  of  soldiers,  in  time  of  great  wars. 

Are  breaches  and  battles,  with  blood,  wounds  and 

scars ;  .      ,.m        .  ^1-   • 

But  in  peace  you'll  observe  that  qmte  different  their 

trade  is —  >  i     i    ■.• 

The  hobbies  of  soldiers  in  peace  are  the  ladies. 
Thafs  their  hobby,  &c. 

The  ladies,  sweet  creatures,  yes,  they  now  and  then 
Get  astride  of  their  hobbies,  ay,  just  Uke  the  men ; 
With  smiles  and  with  simpers  beguile  us  with  ease, 
\nd  we  gallop,  trot,  amble,  e'en  just  as  they  ple^sg^- 
Thafs  their  hobby,  &c.       ; 

The  Americans'  hobby  has  long  since  been  known ; 
No  tyrant  or  king  shall  from  them  have  a  throne  ; 
Their  states  are  united,  and,  let  it  be  said, 
Their  hobbv  is  Liberty,  Peace,  and  free  Trade. 
••  Thafs  their  hobby,  &C: 


Tom  Bowling. 

Here,  a  sheer  hulk,  lies  poor  Tom  Bow  liug'. 

The  darhng  of  our  crew ; 
No  more  he'll  hear  the  tempest  howhng-. 

For  death  has  brought  him  too  : 
His  form  was  of  the  manliest  beauty. 

His  heart  was  kind  and  soft : 
Faithful  below  he  did  his  duty. 

But  now  he's  gone  aloft. 

Tom  never  from  his  word  departed. 

His  virtues  were  so  rare  ; 
His  friends  were  many  and  true  hearted. 

His  Poll  was  kind  and  fair. 
And  then  he'd  sing  so  blithe  and  jolly. 

Ah  !  many's  the  time  and  oft ; 
But  mirth  is  turn'd  to  melancholy. 

For  Tom  is  gone  aloft. 

Yet  shall  poor  Tom  find  pleasant  weather, 

When  he  who  all  commands. 
Shall  give  to  call  life's  crew  together, 

The  word  to  pipe  all  hands: 
Thus  death,  who  kings  and  tars  despatches. 

In  vain  Tom's  life  had  doff'd  ; 
For,  though  his  body's  under  hatches. 

His  soul  is  gone  aloft. 


Black  E]fd  Susan. 

All  in  the  Downs  the  fleet  lay  moor'd , 
The  streamers  waving  in  the  wind, 

'When  black  ey'd  Susan  came  on  board, 
Oh !  where  shall  I  my  true  love  find ; 

Tell  me  ye  jovial  sailors,  tell  me  true. 

If  my  sweet  Wilham  sails  among  your  crew. 

WilUam,  who  high  upgn  the  yard, 

Rock'd  by  the  billows  to  and  fro. 
Soon  as  her  well  known  voice  he  heard. 

He  sigh'd  and  cast  his  eyes  below. 
The  cords  slide  quickly  thro'  his  glowing  hand^, 
And  quick  as  hghtning  on  the  deck  he  stands. 

So  the  sweet  lark  high  pois'd  in  air. 
Sets  close  his  pinions  to  his  breast. 

If  chance  his  mate's  shrill  voice  he  hears. 
And  drops  at  once  into  her  nest. 

The  noblest  captain  in  the  British  fleet 

Might  envy  William's  hps  those  kisses  sv/eet. 

O  Susan,  Susan,  lovely  dear ! 

My  vows  shall  ever  true  remain ; 
Let  me  kiss  off"  that  falHng  tear. 

We  only  part  to  meet  again ; 
Change  as  ye  list  ye  winds  my  heart  shall  be 
The  faithful  compass  that  still  points  to  thee. 

Believe  not  what  the  landsmen  say. 
'     Who  tempt  with  doubts  thy  constant  mind ; 
They'll  tell  thee,  sailors,  when  away, 

In  ev'ry  port  a  mistress  find : 
Yes,  yes,  believe  them  when  they  tell  thee  sOj 
For  thou  art  present  wheresoe'er  I  go. 


If  to  fair  India's  coast  we  sail. 

Thy  eyes  are  seen  in  diamonds  bright, 

Thy  breath  is  Afric's  spicy  gale. 
Thy  skin  is  ivory  so  wiiite  : 

Thus  every  beauteous  object  that  I  view. 

Wakes  in  my  soul  the  charms  of  lovely  Sue_ 

Tho'  battle  tears  me  from  thy  arms. 

Let  not  my  pretty  Susan  mourn ; 
Tho'  cannon  roar,  yet  safe  from  harms, 

William  shall  to  his  dear  return. 
Love  turns  aside  the  balls  that  round  me  fly. 
Lest  precious  tears  should  drop  from  Susan's  eye. 

The  boatswain  gave  the  dreadful  word, 
The  sails  their  swelling  bosom  spread ; 

No  longer  must  she  stay  on  board. 

They  kiss'd,  she  sigh'd,  he  hung  his  head; 

The  less'ning  boat  unwilling  rows  to  land. 

Adieu,  she  cri'd  adieu,  and  wav'd  her  lilly  han^. 


Tlie  Gale  of  Love, 

Like  the  frail  bark  tost  in  the  foamy  deep. 
Driven  by  the  storm  no  steady  course  can  keep ; 
So  tost  and  shaken  is  my  troubled  mind 
When  forc'd  to  leave  my  dearer  self  behind ; 
No  time,   nor  place  my  passion  can  controul, 
Or  lull  the  gale  of  love  that  bears  away  my  sou}. 

Could  I  but  gaze  on  hef  love  beaming  eyes. 
Hear  the  soft  murmur  of  her  breathing  sighs. 
How  sweet  is  her  converse  and  how  sweet  her  smilf 
That  can  each  thought  of  care  and  grief  beguile  : 
Her  voice  alone  my  passion  can  controul, 
And  lull  the  gale  of  love  that  bears  awa}-  ray  soul 


Heiglio  !  said  a  Maid. 

Heigho !  said  a  maid,  as  she  sat.at  a  gate, 

A  knitting-,  a  knittiug,  a  knitting, 
I'm  single— and  single  shall  e'er  be  my  state. 

For  marriage  brings  trouble  and  fretting. 
She  ceas'd,  and  a  shepherd  who  heard  her  close  by, 

Tiiought  proper  such  nonsense  to  parry, 
At  least  to  attempt  it  determin'd  to  try, 

And  press'd  pretty  Nancy  to  marry  ; 
O,  yes  ! 

And  press'd  pretty  Nancy  to  marry. 

No,  no,  she  replied,  and  her  -fingers  kept  on 

A  knitting,  a  knitting,  a  knitting; 
I'll  never  be  married,  so  therefore  begone. 

And  look  for  another  worth  getting, 
*  O,  no,'  was  his  answer,  '  that  never  must  be, 

'Tis  you,  and  you  only  I'll  marry, 
And  the  ring  I  have  here  is,  my  dearest  for  thee, 

And  no  longer,  no  longer  we'll  tarry ; 
O,  no, ! 

And  longer,  no  longer  we'll  tarry. 

Why,  how  now !  she  cried,  with  a  frown,  and  begaji 

A  knitting,  a  knitting,  a  knitting" ; 
When  her  eyes  caught  a  glance  of  a  handsome  young 
man, 

And  love,  for  the  first  time  was  let  in ! 
Her  tone  in  an  instant  grew  softer  and  kind. 

And  liis  suit  she  in  vain  strove  to  parry ; 
So  the  very  next  day  was  a  bride  to  his  mind, 

Tho'  she  vow'd  that  slie  never  would  marry, 
O,  no ! 

Tho'  she  vow'd  that  she  never  would  marr\.. 


The  bewildered  Maid. 

TUNE — "  Vale  of  Avoca.'* 

Slow  broke  the  light  and  sweetly  breatk'd  the  morn, 
"When  a  maiden  I  saw  sitting  under  a  thorn  : 
Her  dark  hair  hung  loose  on  bear  neck  of  snow, 
Her  eyes  look*d  bewilder*d  her  cheek  pale  with  wo. 

Oh  !  whence  is  thy  sorrow  :  sweet  maiden,  said  I ; 
The  gi*een  grave  will  answer;  she  said  with  a  sigh  : 
The  merry  lark  did  so  sweetly  sing  o*er  her  head. 
But  she  thought  of  her  grief,  and  *the  battle,'  she 
said. 

The  breeze  murmur'd  by,  when  she  look'd  up  for- 
lorn, 

'  Hark  !  hark  !  didst  thou  hear,  'twas  the  sigh  of  the' 
morn. 

They  say  that  in  battle,  my  love  met  his  death  ; 

But  ah !  *twas  this  hawthorn  that  robb'd  his  sv/eet 
breath. 

Come  here  gentle  William,  live  safe  from  the  storm. 
In  my  bosom  now  sing  there  my  true  love  lies  warm! 
Ah  William  be  constant,  my  true  love  was  brave, 
S^veet  William  shall  sit  and  sing  over  his  grave.'      , 


Song, 


I  ne'er  on  that  lip  for  a  minute  have  gaz'd. 
But  a  thousand  temptations  beset  me  ; 

And  I've  thought  as  the  dear  little  rubies  you  rais'd*. 
How  delicious  'twould  be — if  you'd  let  mQ. 


11M~Y~ " — " — 

ITien  be  not  ao  an^y  for  what  have  I  doiiej 
Nor  say  that  you've  sworn  to  forg-et  me  ; 

They  we're  buds  of  temptation  too  o'crpow'ring  to 
shun, 
And  I  thougiit  that  you  could  not — but  let  me. 

When  you're  lip  with  a  wliisper  came  close  to  my 
cheek, 

Oh!  think  hov/  bewitching*  it  met  me  ; 
And  plain  as  the  eye  of  a  Venus  could  speak, 

Your  eye  seem'd  to  say — you  would  let  me. 

Then  forgive  the  transgression  and  bid  me  remain, 

F(n"  in  truth  if  I  go  you'll  regret  me  ; 
Or  ah,  let  me  try  the  transgression  ag-ain. 

And  I'll  do  ail  you  wish — v,  ill  you  let  me  ? 


My  Eye  and  Betty  Martin^ 

In  Yorkshire  I  wur  born  and  bred, 

And  knows  a  thing  or  two,  sir ; 
Nay,  what  be  more,  my  father  said. 

My  wit  would  bring  me  thro',  sir. 
At  single  s  ick  or  kiss  the  maids, 

I  wur  the  boy  vor  sartln  ; 
Zays  I,  push  on — to  be  afraid's 

My  Eye  and  Beity  Martin. 

Ki,  tol  derol,  &c- 

At  whoam  I'd  often  hear  folks  talk 

Of  Lunnon's  famous  city. 
And  that  the  stones  on  which  they  walk. 

Wtft*  paved  with  gold  so  pretty  r 
To  mam  and  dad  I  gave  a  buss. 
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'So  'bout  iiiv  trip  to  make  a  fuss 
Is — my  Eye  and  Betty  Martin. 

At  inn  arrived,  I  met  a  man 

Who  ofl'ered  me  his  sarvicc,     . 
To  take  my  lug'g-ag'e  wur  his  plan. 

And  help  me  to  a  Janis  : 
But  stop,  zays  I,  this  wunnado. 

Your  rig's  Ise  know  vor  sartin ; 
Your  kindness,  friend  'tween  me  and  you's 

My  Eye  and  Betti;  Martin. 

A  lady  next,  a  flashy  dame, 

I  in  the  strand  did  meet,  sir. 
Who  said  as  how  it  -.vicr  a  shame 

That  I  shoiild  walk  the  street,  sir  : 
She  talk'd  of  love  and  sarvants  too. 

And  thought  her  prey  rig-ht  sartin. 
But  nba,  zays  I,  to  g-o  with  you's 

My  Eye  and  Betty  Martin. 

Ise  seen  the  lions  and  the  tower. 

The  Circus,  Astley's  too,  sir : 
The  play,  and  g-iants  strike  the  hour. 

And  all  that's  strange  to  view,  sir; 
So  back  to  whoam  I'll  turn  again. 

And  marry  Doll  vor  sartin ; 
Ise  please  her  so  that  to  complain's 

My  Eye  and  Betty  Martin. 


Mrs,  Flinn  and  the  Bold  Dragoon. 

There  was  an  ancient  fair,  O,  she  lov'd  a  nate  young 

man. 
And  she  could  not  throw  sly  looks  at  him,  but  only 

through  hev  fan, 


1^5 


With  her  winks  and  blinks,  t'uis  wad'iling  minx, 
Her  quizzing"  glass  he;-  leer  and  sidle, 
0,  she  lovd'd  a  bold  dragoon  Av-ith  his  long  sword 
saddle,  bridle. 

Whack!  row  de  dow  dow. 

She  had  a  rolhng  eye,  its  fello^r  it  had  none. 
Would  you  know  the  reasc;;  v.hy,  it  was,  because 
she  had  but  one  ; 
With  her  winks  and  blinks,  this  waddling  minx, 
She  couldn't  keep  her  one  eye  idle, 

O,  she  leer'd  at  this  dragoon,  with,  &c. 

Now  he  was  tall  and  shm,  she  squab  and  short  was 

grown. 
He  look'd  just  hke  a  mile  in  length,  and  she  like  a 
mile  stone ; 
With  her  ^^^nks  and  blinks,  this  waddling  minx. 
Her  quizzing  glass,  her  leer  and  sidle, 
O,  she  sigh'd  to  this  dragoon,  bless  your  long,  &c. 

Soon  he  led  her  to  the  church,  the  beauteous  Mrs; 

Flinn, 
Who  a  walnut  couid  have  crack'd  between  her  love- 
ly nose  and  chin ; 
O  !    then  such  winks  in  marriage  links. 
The  four  foot  bride  from  church  did  sidle, 

As  the  wife  of  this  dragoon,  v/ith  his,  &c. 

A  twelve  month  scarce  had  pass'd  away,  when  he 

laid  her  under  ground. 
Soon  he  threw  tlic  onion  from  his  eyes  and  touch'd 
ten  thousand  pound, 
For  her  winks  and  blinks,  her  money  iiliinks. 
He  does  not  let  her  cash  lie  idle. 

So  Ions:  life  to  this  dra<i'oon,  v.  ith  his^  &c. 
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2vly  merry,  gentle  people,  pray 

Will  you  list  a  minute. 
For  though  my  song,  it  is  not  long. 

There's  soniething  comic  in  it  ; 
To  sing  of  nails,  if  you'll  permit. 

My  sportive  muse  intends,  sir, 
A  subject  Wiiich  I  now  have  pat, 

Just  at  my  finger's  ends,  sir. 

The  world  it  is  a  bag  of  nails. 

And  some  are  very  queer  ones,  , 

And  some  are  flats,  and  some  are  sharni^ 

And  some  are  very  dear  ones. 
We've  sprigs,  and  spikes,  and  sparables, 

Some  little  great  and  Small,  sir, 
Some  follts  love  nails  with  monstrous  heads. 

And  some  love  none  at  all,  sir. 

The  bachelor's  a  hob  nail. 

He  rusts  for  want  of  use,  sir. 
The  misers  are  no  nails  at  all. 

They're  all  a  pack  of  screws,  sir ; 
The  French  mounseers  will  get  some  cloiits. 

If  here  they  chance  to  roam,  sir  ; 
For  Enghsh,  like  hammers,  v/iU 

Be  suri^  to  drive  them'homie,  sir. 

The  doctor  nails  you  with  his  bill, 

Which  often  proves  a  sore  v/aih 
The^offin-maker  wishes  you 

As  dead  as  any  door  nail ; 
Tou'U  often  find  each  agent 

To  be  naihng  his  employer, 
The  lawyer  nails  his  client, 

And  the  devil  nails  the  lawyer 
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Dame  Fortune  is  a  brad-a\fl. 

And  often  does  contrive  it. 
To  make  each  nail  go  easily. 

Where'er  she  please  to  drive  it; 
Then  if  I've  gain'd  your  kind  applause\ 

For' what  I've  sung  or  said,  sir. 
Then  you'll  admit  that  I  have  hit 

The  right  nail  on  the  head,  sir. 


Heighof  Says  Thimble. 

TTNE — Ahlemian  Gobble. 

Thimble's  scolding  wife  lay  dead  ;— 

'Heigho  I' says  Thimble, 
*  My  dearest  duck's  defunct  in  bed, 
Death  has  cabbag'd  her,  O !  she's  fled ; 

With  her  roley,  poley,  gammon  and  spmnage. 

Heigho '.'  says  Thimble. 

Thimble  hurried  his  wife  that  night  !— 

Heigho!  says  Thimble; 
« I  grieve  to  sew  up  my  heart's  delight, 
With  her  diamond  ring  on  her  finge?:  tight '/ 
And  her  roley,  poley,  &c. 

To  saw  off  her  finger  and  steal  the  ring,* 

Soon  came  the  sexton; 
She  sat  up  an  end,  and  she  gave  a  fling, 
Crying,  damn  me,  you  dog,  you  stefd  ro  such  th.ns^ 
With  your  roley,  poly,  &c. 
And  ofl"  ran  the  sexton. 
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She  stalk'd  to  her  home  and  she  made  a  diij ; 

Heigho !  cries  Thimble  ; 
Then  popp'd  out  his  head,  and  said  with  a  grin, 
-  You  are  dead  dearest  duck !  and  I  can't  let  vou  in. 
With  your  roley,  poley,  &c. 


Faddy  Carey^s  Fortune. 


'Twas  at  the  town  of  nate  Clogheen, 

That  Serg-eant  Snap  met  Paddy  Carey, 
A  cleaner  boy  was  never  seen, 

Brisk  as  a  bee,  lig-ht  as  a  fairy. 
His  brawny  shoulders,  four  foot  square, 

His  cheeks  hke  thumping-  red  potatoes, 
His  legs  would  make  a  chairman  stare. 
And  pat  was  lov'd  by  all  the  ladies  ! 

Old  and  young — grave  and  sad — deaf  and  dumb 

dull  or  mad. 
Waddling,  twaddling,  limping,  squinting. 

Light,  brisk,  and  airy. 
All  the  sweet  faces  at  Limrick  race's, 
From  Mullinnavat  to  Magherafelt, 

At  Paddy's  beautiful  name  would  melt ! 
The  souls  would  cry,  and  look  so  shy, 
Ogh  !   cushlamacree,  did  30U  never  see 
The  jolly  boy,  the  darling  boy! 
The  darling  joy,  the  ladie's  toy. 
Nimble-footed,  black-eyed,  rosy-cheek'd,  cui'ly -head- 
ed Paddy  Carey ! 

O  sweet  Paddy ! 
Beautiful  Paddy ! 
Nate  little,  tight  little,  Paddy  Carey.. 
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His  heart  was  made  of  Irish  oak. 

Yet  soft  as  streams  from  sweet  Killarny, 
His  tong'ue  was  tipt  with  a  bit  of  the  brogue; 

But  a  de\il  a  bit  at  all  of  the  blarney. 
Now  Sergeant  Snap,  so  sly  and  keen, 

While  Pat  was  coaxing  duck-legg'd  Mary, 
A  shilling  shpt  so  neat  and  clean, 

By  th'  powers  he  listed  Paddy  Carey. 
Tight  and  sound — strong  and  tight — cheeks  so  round 
— eyes  so  bright, 
Whisthng,  humming,  drinking,  drumming, 
Light,  tight,  and  airy. 
All  the  sweet  flices,  &c. 

The  sowls  wept  loud,  the  croud  was  great. 

When  waddling  forth  came  Widow  Leary, 
Tho'  she  was  crippl'd  in  her  gait. 

Her  brawny  arms  clasp 'd  Paddy  Carey. 
<  Ogh  Pat'  she  cried,  « go  buy  the  ring. 
Here's,  cash  galliore  my  darhng  honey,* 
Savs  Pat, '  your  sowl !  I'll  do  that  thing/ 

And  clapp'd  his  thumb  upon  her — money; 
Giniblet-eye — sausage  nose — Pat  so  sly-ogle  throwsj 
Leering,  titt'ring,  jeering;  fritt'ring; 
Sweet  widow  Leary ; 
AU  the  sweet  faces,  &c. 

When  Pat  had  thus  his  fortune  made. 

He  press'dthe  hps  of  IVIistress  Leary, 
And  mounting  straight  a  large  cock-ade ; 

In  captain's  boots  struts  Paddy  Carey, 
He  grateful  prais'd  her  shape  her  back. 

To  others  nke  a  dromedary;- 
Her  eyes,  that  seem'd  their  strings  to  crack, 

Were  Cupid's  darts  to  Captain  Carey, 
Neat  and  sweet— no — alloy — all  complete — love  aird 
joy,  H 
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Ranting",  roaring",  soft  adoring". 

Dear  widow  Leary ; 
All  the  sweet  faces,  at  Lim*rick  races. 
From  MuUinnavat  to  Magherafelt, 

At  Paddy's  promotion  sigh  and  melt; 
The  sowls  all  cry  as  the  groom  struts  by, 
*  Ogh,  cushlamacree,  thou  art  lost  to  me,* 
The  jolly  boy,  the  darling"  boy. 
The  ladie's  toy,  the  widow^s  joy  : 
Long  sword  girted,  neat  short  skirted,  head  cropi, 
whisker  chopp'd  Captain  Carey, 
O  Sweet  Paddv, 
Beautiful  Paddy, 
White  feathered,  boot  leathered,  Paddy  Carey 


Bay  of  Biscay  Of 

Loud  roar'd  the  dreadful  thunder. 

The  rain  a  deluge  shov/ *rs ; 
The  clouds  were  rent  asund«r. 
By  lightning's  vivid  powers. 
The  night  both  drear  and  dark. 
Our  poor  devoted  bark  ; 
Till  next  day. 
There  she  lay. 

In  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  O ! 

Now  dash'd  upon  the  billows. 

Our  op'ning  timbers  creak — 
Each  fears  a  wat'ry  pillow. 
None  stops  the  dreadful  leak. 
To  climb  ihe  slipery  shrouds. 
Each  breathless  seaman  crowj^^ 
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As  she  lay 
Till  the  day 

In  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  O  i 

At  length  the  wished  for  morroWj 

Broke  through  the  hazy  sky  ; 
Absorb'd  in  silent  sorrow, 
Each  heav'd  the  bitter  sigh ! 
The  dismal  wreck  to  view, 
Struck  horror  to  the  crew. 
As  she  lay. 
On  that  day. 

In  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  O ! 

Her  yielding  timbers  sever, 

Her  pitchy  seams  are  rent  ; 
When  heaven  all  bounteous  ever. 
Its  boundless  mercy  sent— 
A  sail  in  sight  appears, 
We  hail  her  with  three' che eras 
Now  we  sail 
With  the  gale, 
From  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  O ! 

At  length  for  home  returning. 

Each  tar  his  tale  relate  ; 
Each  breast  with  ardor  burning,-    ' . ; 
Swears  constancy  to  Kate. 
All  drink  to  Nan  and  Sue, 
Columbians  shore's  in  view. 
Where  we  dwell. 
So  farewell. 

To  the  Bay  of  Biscay  (J\ 
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0  Think  not  my  Spirits  are  always  \ 
as  light. 

O  think  not  my  spirits  are  always  as  light. 

And  as  free  from  a  pang-  as  they  seem  to  you  now. 
Nor  expect  that  the  heart  beaming-  smile  of  to  night 

Will  return  with  to-morrow  to  brighten  my  brow. 
No — life  is  a  waste  of  wearisome  hours, 

Which  seldom  the  rose  of  enjoyment  adorns  ; 
And  the  heart  that  is  soonest  awake  to  the  flow'rs 

Is  always  the  first  to  be  touch'd  by  the  thorns. 
But  send  round  the,  bowl  and  be  happy  a  while  : 

May  we  never  meet  worse  in  our  pilgrimage  here. 
Than  the  tear  that  enjoyment  can  gild  with  a  smile. 

And  the  smile  that  compassion  can  turn  to  a  tear. 

The  thread  of  our  life  would  be  dark,  heav'n  knows,  ^j 

If  it  were  not  for  friendship  intertwin'd;  l| 

And  I  care  not  how  soon  I  may  sink  to  repose, 

W^hen  these  blessings  shall  cease  to  be  dear  to  my 
mind ;  , 

But  they  who  have  lov'd,  the  fondest,  the  purest,         | 

Too  often  have  wept  o'er  the  dream  they  believed';  '1 
And  the  heart  that  has  slumber'din  friendship  secur- 
est. 

Is  happy  indeed  if  'twere  never  deceived. 
But  send  round  the  bowl  while  a  relic  of  truth 

Is  in  man  oT  in  woman  this  prayer  shall  be  mine, 
That  the  sunshine  of  love  may  illumine  our  youth. 

And  the  moonhght  of  friendship  console  our  de- 
cline. 
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Eanle  of  Erin, 

There  came  to  the  beach  a  poor  exile  of  Erin, 
The  dew  on  his  thin  robe  was  heavy  and  chill ; 

For  his  country  he  sig-h^d,  when  at  twilight  repairing- 
To  wander  alone  by  the  wind  beaten  hill; 

But  the  day-star  attracted  his  eyes  sad  devotion. 

As  it  rose  on  his  native  sweet  isle  of  the  ocean,. 

Where  oft  in  the  flow  of  his  youthful  emotion, 
He  sung"  the  bold  anthem  of  £7^11  go  bragh  / 

Oh,  sad  is  my  fate!  (cri'd  the  heart-broken  stranger,) 
The  wild  deer  and  wolf  to  a  covert  can  flee  ; 

But  I  have  no  shelter  no  refuge  from  danger, 
A  home  nor  a  country  remain  not  for  me ; 

Ah !  never  again  in  the  green  shady  bowers. 

Where  my  forefathers  dwelt,  shall  I  spend  the  sweet 
hours, 

Or  cover  my  harp  with  the  wild  woven  flowers. 
And  strike  to  the  numbers  of  Erin  go  bragh  ! 

Erin — my  country !  though  sad  and  forsaken. 

In  dreams  I  revisit  thy  sea-beaten  shore ; 
But,  alas !  in  a  far  distant  land  I  awaken. 

And  sigh  for  the  friends  who  can  meet  me  no  more  ; 
Oh,  cruel  fate  I  v/ilt  thou  never  replace  me 
In  a  mansion  of  peace,  where  no  tyrant  can  chase  me 
Ah,  never  ag-ain  shall  my  brothers  embrace  me, 
Who  di'd  to  defend  me,  or  live  to  deplore  ! 

Where  is  my  cabin  door,  close  by  the  wild  wood  i* 
Sisters  and  sires  do  you  weep  for  its  fall  ? 

And  v.liere  is  the  mother  who  watch'do'er  my  child- 
hood, 
And  where  is  tlis  bosom  friend  dearer  than  all  t 

Ah,  my  sad  soul,  long  abandoned  by  pleasure. 

Why  dost  thou  doat  on  a  fast  fading-  treasure  ? 
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Tears  like  the  rain  drops  may  fall  without  measure,- 
But  friendship  and  love  they  can  never  recall ! 

But  yet,  all  its  fond  recollections  suppressing-, 
One  dying"  \vish  my  lone  bosom  shall  draw  ? 
Erin,  an  exile  bequeaths  you  his  blessing", 
Land  of  my  forefathers,  Erin  go  bragh  ! 
Buried  and  cold  when  my  heart  stills  its  motion. 
Green  be  thy  fields,  sweetest  isle  of  the  ocean, 
And  thy  harp -stringing-  bards  sing"  aloud  with  devo- 
tion, 
Urin  ma  ■vo^imieiif  Erhi  go  bragh  J- 


Erin  Go  Bragh. 


Green  were  the  fields  where  my  forefathers  dwelt, 
O  Erin  rna  vurman,  slan  laht  g-o  brag-h ! 

Our  farm  it  was  small,  yet  comforts  we  felt, 
O  Einn,  &c. 

At  length  came  the  day  when  our  lease  did  expire, 

And  fain  would  I  live  where  before  liv'dmy  sire  ; 

But  ah,  well»a-dav  !  I  v/as  forc'd  to  retire  ; 
O  Enn,  &c. 

Thoug-li  all  taxes  I  paid.,  yet  no  vote  could  I  pass, 

O  Erin.  &c. 
Ag-grandiz'd  no  great  man,  and  I  felt  it,  alas! 

OErin.&c. 
Forc'd  '■'rom  my  home,  yea,  from  where  I  v;as  born, 
Tc  !  ang-e  the  wide  world,  poor,  hapless  forlorn, 
I  look  back  with  regret,  and  my  heart  strings  are  torn. 

O  Erin,  &c. 
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With  principles  pure,  patriotic  and  firm, 

0  Erin,  &c. 
To  my  country  attached  and  a  friend  to  reform, 

O  Erin,  &c. 
Supported  by  Ireland,  was  ready  to  die  for% 
If  her  foes  e'er  prevailed,  I  was  well  known  to  sigh 

for't: 
My  faith  I  preserv  d,  but  am  now  forc'd  to  fly  for't : 

O  Erin,  &c. 

But  hark !  I  hear  sounds,  and  my  heart  strong-  is 
beating", 

Boe  yudth  ma  vurnian  Erin  g-o  brag-h  !  » 

Friendship  advancing,  delusion  retreating, 

Boe  yudth,  S^c. 
We've  numbers,  and  numbers  still  constitute  power, 
Let  us  will  to  be  free,  and  we're  free  from  that  hour, 
Of  Hibernia's  sons  then  we'll  be  the  flower ! 

J5oe  yudth,  &c. 

In  the  north  I  see  brethren,  too  long  was  I  blind,  O  ! 

Hoe  y^idth,  &c. 
The  cobwebs  are  broken  and  clear  is  my  mind,  O ! 

Boe  yudth,  &c. 
North  and  south  here's  my  hand — east  and  west  here's 

my  heart,  O  ! 
AVe'li  nc-'er  be  divided  by  any  base  ai't,  O  ! 
But  love  one  another  and  never  more  part,  O  !     ■ 

Boe  yudth,  &c. 
Too  long  have  we  suffered,  and  to  long  lamented. 

Boe  yudth,  &c. 
By  courage  undaunted  it  may  be  prevented,    • 

Boe  yudth,  &c. 

No  more  by  oppressors  will  vre  be  affrighted, 
But  with  heart  and  hand  vre'll  be  firmly  united. 
For  by  Erin  go  brag-h  1  it  is  thus  v/e'il  bo  rig'lited. 

Bo€  yudth,  &c. 
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I  knew  by  the  Smoke. 

I  knew  by  the  smoke  that  so  gracefully  curl'd 

Around  the  green  elms,  that  a  cottage  was  near ; 
And  I  said,  "If  there's  peace  to  be  found  in  the  world. 

The  heart  that  was  humble  might  hope  for  it  here." 
'Tv/as  noon  and  on  flowers  that  languished  around, 

In  silence  repos'd  the  voluptuous  bee  ; 
Ev'ry  leaf  was  at  rest,  and  I  heard  not  a  sound,  [tree. 

But  the  wood-pecker  tapping-  the  hollow  beech 

And  "here  in  this  little  lone  wood,"  I  exclaimed, 

"  With  a  maid  who  was  lovely  to  soul  and  to  eye, 
Who  would  blush  when  I  prais'd  her,  and  weep  when 
I  blam'd. 

How  blest  could  I  live,  and  how  calm  could  I  die  ! 
By  the  shade  of  yon  sumach,  whose  red  berry  dips 

In  the  gush  of  the  fountain,  how  sweet  to  recline  ,- 
And  to  know  that  I  sigii'd  upon  innocent  lips, 

*^'hich  had  never  been  sig-h*don  by  any  butmine.'* 


The  Tidy  One. 

I  married  a  wife,  *  who  cares,'  says  I, 

A  pattern  she  Avas  of  good  breeding*  O  ; 
The  pink  of  feeUng  and  delicacy. 

And  she  larnt  it  from  novel  reading"  O, 
A  rose  once  bloom'd  on  her  lovely  cheek. 

But  so  stick  to  her  books  did  this  pride  o'  oi 
She  wash,d  her  face  but  once  a  week. 

And  wasn't  she  a  tidy  one  ? 

Wliile  dressing  the  dinner  one  day,  she'd  got 
A  novel  she  was  concluding-  O ; 
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Quite  absent,  with  soap-suds  she  filPd  the  pot, 

And  in  it  boil'd  the  pudding  O. 
My  shaving  brush  mislaid  had  I, 

When  a  novel  one  day  she  cried  o*er  one. 
And  I  found  th«  brush  "in  the  beef  stake  p}-e, 

O  wasn't  she  a  tidy  one  ! 

My  tea  she  sweetened  once  with  salt. 

Put  cayenne  in  a  custard  O  : 
Mistaking-  ever  meal  for  malt. 

She  brimstone  mix'd  for  mustard  O. 
I  ask'd  her  a  cravat  to  wash  for  me, 

When  a  novel  I  had  denied  her  one, 
So  she  ciear-starch'd  the  cravat  in  camomile  tca,^ 

And  wasn't  she  a  tidy  one  ? 

O'er  the  "  Victim  of  Feeling"  she  snivelling  sat, 

Vv'hile  the  child  in  the  fire  chanc'd  falling  O  ; 
And  she  feeUngly  bawl-d  out,  "  O  curse  the  brat ! 

The  devil  can't  read  for  his  squalling  O." 
Ye  fair,  there's  for  all  things  time  and  place. 

And  a  good  novel  may  be  the  pride  o'  one  ; 
Rut  don't  sit  down  to  read  till  you've  wash'd  yom 
face, 

Or  iud  help  him  who  gets  such  a  tidy  one. 


The  Bottle  of  Hum. 

Let  the  iavmer  praise  his  grounds,  and  the  huntsman 
praise  his  hounds. 
And  the  parson  praise  the  world  that's  to  come  ; 
Yet  1  more  blest  than  they,  spend  each  night^nd  hap- 
py day, 
^Vith  my  smiling  little  bottle  of  rum,  rum,  rum , 
With  mv  smiling  little  bottle  of  rum, 
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It  is  the  oT^y  cure  for  the  evils  we  endure, 
And  refreshes  every  prospect  to  come; 

To  ease  the  plag-^es  of  hfe  smoky  house  and  scolding- 
wife, 
Take  directions  from  a  bottle  of  pum,  &c. 

If  money  you  do  owe  and  tobacco's  selling  low. 

And  the  sheriff  for  his  taxes  doth  come  ; 
If  your  horses  go  astray,  and  your  negroes  run  away. 
^  ,;  Drown  your  sorrows  in  a  botUe  of  rum. 

The  a-nabaptist  pure,  snuffles  up  and  looks  demure,* 

Saying,  come  unto  baptism,  come  ; 
Let  whatever  come  to  pass,  mv  religion's  in  a  glass, 

So  baptise  me  in  a  bottle  of  rum. 

The  methodist  most  sly,  bids  me  think  I  am  to  die, 
.     And  remember  tlie  world  that's  to  Come ; 
Yet  for  all  his  holy  face  in  some  private  little  place, 
Sees  temptations  in  a  bottle  of  rum. 

If  you're  married  for  your  sins,  and  to  scold  your  wife 
begins. 
Saying  '  come  out  you  old  drunken  creature  come ;' 
'My  dearest,'  you  should  say,  'you  shall  always  have 
your  way. 
Only  reach  me  that  decanter  of  rum.' 

To  make  all  matters  up,  make  her  take  a  little  sup. 
Saying,  '  take  a  little  more,  come,  come  ;' 

She'll  quickly  then  grow  kind,  if  you  take  her  in 
right  mind. 
Stop  her  prattle  with  a  bottle  of  rum. 


(  1397 
The  Poor  8oldiei\ 


How  happy's  the  soldier  who  lives  on  his  pay. 
And  spends  half  a  crown  out  of  sixpence  a  day  ! 
He  fears  neither  justices,  warrants,  nor  bums. 
But  pays  all  his  debts  with  the  roll  of  his  drums. 
With  a  row  de  dow,  row  de  dow,  row  de  dow, 
And  pays  all  his  debts  with  the  roll  of  his  drums. 

He  cares  not  a  marvedy  how  the  world  goes, 
His  king-  finds  him  quarters,  and  money,  and  clothes 
He  laug-hs  at  all  sorrow  whenever  it  comes. 
And  rattles  away  with  the  roll  of  his  drums. 
With  a  row  de  dov/,  &c. 

The  drum  is  his  glory,  his  joy  and  delight. 
It  leads  him  to  pleasure  as  well  as  to  fight ; 
No  girl,  when  she  hears  it,  tho'  ever  so  glum^ 
But  packs  up  her  tatters  and  follows  the  drum; 
With  a  row  de  dow,  &c. 


Paddij  the  Piper, 


When  I  was  a  boy  in  my  father's  mud  edifice. 

Tender  and  bare  as  a  pig  in  a  stye, 
Out  at  the  door  as  I  look'd  with  a  steady  phiz, 

Who  but  Pat  Murphy  tlie  piper  came  by  ? 
Says  Paddy,  but  few  play  this  music,  can  you  play 

Says  I,  can't  tell  for  I  never  did  try : 
He  told  me  that  he  had  a  charm. 

To  make  the  pipes  prettily  speak. 
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Then  squeezed  a  bag  under  his  arm, 

And  sv/eetly  they  set  up  a  squeak  ! 
With  a  fara  lara  loo,  ogh !  hone,  how  he  handl'd  tlie 

drone, 
And  then  such  sweet  music  he  blew,  'twould  hare 

melted  the  heart  of  a  stone. 

Your  pipe,  says  I,  so  neatly  comes  over  me. 

Naked  I'll  wander  wherever  it  blows ; 
\nd  if  my  father  should  try  to  recover  me. 

Sure  it  won't  be  by  describing  my  clothes  .- 
The  music  I  hear  now,  takes  hold  ox"  my  ear  now. 

And  leads  me  all  over  the  world  by  the  nose  ; 
^o  IfoUow'd  his  bag  pipes  so  sweet. 

And  sung  as  I  leap'd  like  a  frog, 
\dieu  to  my  family  seat; 

So  pleasantly  plac'd  in  a  bog ; 
And  then  suck  sweet  music  he  blew,  'twould   have 
melted  the  heart  of  a  stone. 

With  my  fara  lara,  &c. 

Full  five  years  I  follow'd  him,  nothing  could  sunder 
us. 
Till  he  one  morning  had  taken  a  sup. 
And  slipp'd  from  a  bridge  into  a  river  just  under  us. 

Souse  to  the  bottom  just  like  a  bhnd  pup  : 
I  roar*4  and  I  bawl'd  out,  and  lustily  call'd  out, 

O  Paddy  my  friend,  don't  you  mean  to  come  up  r 
Tie  was  dead  as  a  nail  in  the  door. 

Poor  Paddy  was  laid  on  the  shelf. 
So  I  took  up  his  pipes  on  the  shore. 

And  now  I've  set  up  for  myself, 
With  my  fara  lara,   to  be  sure  I  have  not   got  the 
knack. 

T9  play  fara  loo,  &c. 
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Patrick  Delancy. 

As  Murphy  Delancy  so  funny  and  frisky, 

Popp'd  "into  a  grog-  shop  to  get  his  skin  full. 
Came  reeling-  out  drunk  being  well  lin'd  with  wliis- 
key. 

As  fi-es'h  as  a  shamrock,  as  blind  as  a  bidl : 
A  trifling  accident  happened  our  rover, 

^Vho  took  the  quay  side  of  the  floor  of  a  shed. 
And  the  keel  of  a  coal-barge  he  just  tumbled  over, 

And  tho't  all  the  time  he  was  going  to  bed. 

Some  folks  passing  by  piill'd  him  out  of  the  river, 

And  g-ot  a  horse  doctor  his  sickness  to  mend : 
He  swore  that  poor  Pat  was  no  longer  a  liver. 

But  dead  as  the  d — 1,  and  there  was  an  end : 
They  sent  for  the  coroner's  inquest  to  try  him, 

But  Pat,  not  half  Uking-  this  comical  strife ; 
Fell  to  twisting  and  turning  the  while  they  sat  by  hyii. 

And  came,  when  he  found  it  convenient,  to  life. 

Says  Pat  to  the  jury,  *  your  worships  an't  please  ye, 

I  don't  think  Pm  dead,  so  what  is't  you  do  ;' 
*  Not  dead,'  says  the  foreman,  'you  spalpeen  be  easy. 

By  Patrick  the  doctor  knows  better  than  you.' 
So  the  jury  went  on  with  their  business  further, 

Examin'd  the  doctor  about  liis  belief; 
And  they  brought  in  Delancy  as  guilty  of  murder. 

And  were  going  to  hang  lum  in  spite  of  his  teetli, 

►  Then  Pat,  he  clinch'd  hold  of  a  handsome  shellaly. 

And  laid  the  poor  doctor  as  stifl"  as  a  post ; 
They  swore  it  could  not  be  Murphy  Delancy, 

But  something  alive  and  it  must  be  his  ghost ; 
The  jury  began  then  \\ith  fear  to  survey  him. 

While  Pat  like  a  devil  about  him  did  lay ; 
They  sent  out  a  hand  for  the  clergy,  to  lay  liim^ 

But  Pat  laid  the  clergy,  and  then  ran  away. 


What  can  the  matter  he. 

At  sixteen  years  old  you  could  get  little  good  of  n!t. 
Then  I  saw  Norah,  who  soon  understood  of  me, 
I  was  in  love — but  myself^  for  the  blood  of  me. 

Could  not  tell  what  I  did  ail. 
*Twas  dear,  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be  ? 
Och,  blood  and  'ound !  what  can  the  matter  be  ? 
Och,  gi-amachree,  what  can  the  matter  be  ? 

Bother'd  from  head  to  the  tail. 

I  went  to  confess  me  to  father  O'Flannagan, 

Told  him  my  case — made  an  end — then  began  agaiuij 

Father,  says  1,  make  me  soon  my  own  man  again. 

If  you  find  out  what  I  ail. 
Dear,  dear,  says  he,  what  can  the  matter  be  ? 
Och,  blood  and  ounds,  what  can  the  matter  be  ? 
Och,  gi'amachree,  what  can  the  matter  be  .? 

Bother'd  from  head  to  the  tail. 

Soon  I  fell  sick — I  did  bellow  and  curse  again  ; 
Norah  took  pity  to  see  me  at  nurse  again  ; 
Gave  me  a  kiss  :  och,  zounds !    that   set  me  worse 
again  ! 

Well  she  knew  what  I  did  ail. 
But  dear,  dear,  says  he,  what  can  the  matter  be  ? 
Och,  blood  and  *ounds,  what  can  the  matter  be  ? 
Och,  gramachree,  what  can  the  matter  be  ^ 

Bother'd  from  head  to  the  tail. 

'Tis  long  ago  now  since  I  left  Tipperary ; 

How  strange,  growing  older,  our  nature  should  vary"! 

All  symptoms  ai'e  gone  of  my  ancient  quandary ; 

I  cannot  tell  now  v/hat  I  ail. 
But,  dear,  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be  ? 
Och,  blood  and  ounds,  what  can  the  matter  be  ' 
Och,  gramachree,  what  can  the  matter  be  f 

Bother'd  from  head  to  the  taife- 
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TJie  Wellington  Hat. 

In  a  new  fangled  gown  and  my  Wellington  hat. 

Last  Monday  I  tript  to  the  fair ; 
I  held  up  m}'  head,  and  I'll  tell  you  for  what. 

Sweet  WiUiam  I  guess'd  would  be  there. 
He  woos  me  to  marry  whenever  we  meet. 

There's  honey  sure  dwells  on  his  tongue. 
His  looks  are  so  kind,  and  his  words  are  so  sweet, 

Fd  wed  if  I  were  not  too  yoimg. 

He  whisper'd  such  soft,  pretty  things  in  my  ear. 

He  flatter'd,  he  promised  and  swore, 
Such  trinkets  he  gave  me  such  laces  and  gear. 

That  trust  me  my  pockets  ran  o'er. 
Some  ballads  he  bought  me — ^the  best  he  could  fin4^ 

And  sweetly  their  burthen  he  sung  ; 
In  tinith  he's  so  handsome,  so  witty  and  kind, 

I'd  wed  if  I  were  not  too  young. 

The  sun  was  just  setting,  'twas  time  to  retire. 

Our  cottage  was  distant  a  mile, 
I  rose  to  begone,  William  bow'd  Uke  a  squire. 

And  handed  me  over  the  stile  ; 
His  arm  then  he  gave  me — love  laughed  in  his  eye^. 

He  led  me  the  meadow  along, 
There  prest  me  again,  I  agreed  with  a  sigh, 

To  wed,  for  I  was  not  too  young. 


Go  forth  my  Song. 

Go  forth  my  song,  upon  thy  venturous  way ; 
Qo  boldly  forth,  nor  yet  thy  master  blame, 
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Who  chose  no  patron  for  his  humble  lay, 

And  grac'd  thy  numbers  with  no  friendly  namei 

Whose  partial  zeal  might  smooth  thy  path  to  fame; 
Theke  was — and  O  !  how  many  sorrows  crowd 

Into  these  brief  words ! — There  was  a  claim. 
By  g-en'rous  friendship  giv<n,  had  fate  allowed. 
It  well  had  bid  thee  rank  the   proudest  of  the 
proud ! 

All  ang-el  now — yet  httle  less  than  all. 
While  stiU  a  pilgrim  in  our  world  below  ! 

What  'vails  it  us  that  patience  to  recal, 

Wliich  hid  its  own  to  soothe  all  others  wo ; 

What  'vails  to  tell  how  virtue's  purest  g-low 
Shone  yet  more  lovely  in  a  form  so  fair  ; 

And  least  of  all  what  'vails  the  world  should  know. 
That  one  poor  garland  twin'd  to  deck  thy  hair. 
Is  hung  upon  thy  hearse  to  droop  and  wither  there- 


Oil  Peace, 

AiK — ''My  fond  Shepherds  of  late"  &c. 

No  longel'  I  follow  a  sound  ; 
No  longer  a  dream  I  pursue  ; 

0  happiness  not  to  be  found. 
Unattainable  treasure,  adieu  ! 

1  have  sought  thee  in  splendor  and  dress. 

In  the  regions  of  pleasure  and  taste  ; 

I  have  sought  thee,  and  seem'd  to  possess, 

But  have  prov'd  thee  a  vision  at  last. 

An  humble  ambition  and  hope. 
The  voice  of  true  wisdom  inspires; 
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'Tis  sufficient,  if  Peace  be  the  scope. 
And  the  summit  of  ajl  our  desires. 

Peace  may  be  the  lot  of  the  mind 
That  seeks  it  in  meekness  and  love 

But  rapture  and  bhss  aa-e  coniin'd 
To  the  glorified  spirits  above. 


The  Woodmatu 


Far  from  care,  and  strife  and  smoke. 
Hark  1  I  hear  the  woodmaB's  stroke. 
Who  dreams  not  as  he  fells  the  oak. 

What  mischief  dire  he  brews* ' 
How  art  may  shape  the  fallen  trees. 
In  aid  of  luxury  and  ease ; 
He  weighs  not  matters  such  as  these. 

But  sing-s,  and  hacks,  and  hews^ 

Perhaps,  now  fell'd  by  this  bold  man. 
This  tree  mig-ht  form  the  spruce  sedan. 
Or  wheelbarrow,  where  oyster  Nan 

So  runs  her  vulgar  rig ; 
The  stage,  where  boxers  crowd  in  flocks,. 
Or  else  the  quacks,  perhaps  the  stocks. 
Posts  for  signs,  or  barber's  blocks, 

W^here  smiles  the  parson's  wig. 

Thou  mak'st,  bold  peasant,  O  !  what  grief. 
The  gibbet,  whereon  hangs  the  thief, 
The  stately  chair,  where  sits  lord  chief. 

The  throncj  the  cobler's  stall ; 
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Thou  pamper'st  life  in  every  age, 
Mak'st  folly's  whim,  pride's  equipage. 
For  childi-en  toys,  crutches  forage. 
And  coffins  for  us  all. 

Yet  justice  let  us  still  afford, 

These  chairs,  and  this  convivial  board. 

The  bin  that  holds  gay  bacchus'  hoard, 

Confess  the  woodman's  stroke 
He  made  the  press  that  bled  the  vine. 
The  butt  that  holds  the  generous  wine. 
The  hall  itself,  where  tiplers  join 

To  crack  the  mirthful  joke. 

Or  when  from  India^  burning  coast. 
The  merchant's  gains  are  ocean  tost. 
Thy  agency,  O  !  'tis  thy  boast, 

Procures  him  safe  return.         ^ 
The  husbandman  does  by  thy  hand 
His  plough  obtain,   to  plough  his  land  > 
And  priests,  when  they  in  pulpit  stand, 

All  take  thy  gifts  in  turn. 


The  battle  of  the  ICegs. 

TUNE — ^^Mauggy  Lauder.''* 

Gallants  attend,  and  hear  a  friend 
Trill  forth  harmonious  ditty  ; 

Strange  things  I'll  tell,  which  late  befe> 
In  Philadelphia  city. 

*Twas  early  day,  as  poets  say. 
Just  when  the  sun  was  rising: 


*«<.j^,' 
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A  soldier  stood  on  a  log  of  wood. 
And  saw  a  sight  surprising. 

As  in  a  maze  he  stood  to  gaze. 

The  truth  can*t  be  denied,  siiv 
He  spy'd  a  score  of  kegs,  or  more;, 

Come  driving  down  the  tide,  sir. 

A  sailor  too,  in  jerkin  blue. 

This  strange  appearance  viewing. 

First  damn'd  his  eyes,  in  great  surprise, 
Then  said—"  some  mischief's  brewing 

^*  These  kegs  now  hold  the  rebels  bold,  ^ 
Packed  up  Uke  pickl'd  herring ; 

'*  And  they're  come  down  to  attack  the  town 
"In  this  new  way  of  ferr'ing.'' 

The  soldier  flew,  the  sailor  too. 
And  scared  almost  to  death,  sir. 

Wore  out  their  shoes  to  spread  the  new^. 
And  ran  till  out  of  breath,  sir. 

Now  up  and  down,  throughout  the  town; 

Most  frantic  scenes  were  acted ; 
And  some  ran  here  and  others  there, 

Like  men  almost  distracted. 

Some  fire  cry'd,  which  some  deny'd, 

But  said  the  earth  had  quaked  i 
And  girls  and  boys,  with  hideous  noise^. 

Ran  through  the  streets  half  naked. 

Sir  William  he  snug  as  a  flea, 

Lay  all  this  time  a  snoring  ; 
Nor  dream 'd  of  harm,  as  he  lay  warm 

In  bed  with  Mrs.  Loring. 

Nov  in  a  fright  he  starts  upright 
Awak*d  bv  such  a  clatter ; 
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First  nibs  his  eyes,  then  boldly  cries, 
"  For  God's  sake  what's  the  matter  ?** 

.;Vt  his  bedside  then  he  espy'd 
Sir  Erskine  at  command,  sir  ; 

Upon  one  foot  he  had  one  boot. 
And  t'other  in  liis  hand,  sir. 

"Arise,  arise,"  sir  Erskine  cries, 
"The  rebels— morels  the  pity! 

^-  Without  a  boat,  are  all  afioat, 
«  And  rang'd  before  the  city. 

^'  The  motley  crew  in  vessels  new, 
"  With  Satan  for  their  guide,  sir, 

"Pack'd  up  in  bags  and  wooden  kegs, 
«  Come  driving  down  the  tide,  sir. 

«  Therefore  prepare  for  bloody  war  ; 

"  These  kegs  must  all  be  routed, 
«  Or  surely  we  despis'd  shall  be, 

«'  And  British  valor  doubted." 

The  royal  band  now  ready  stand, 
All  rang'd  in  dread  array,  sir, 

On  every  shjf,  in  every  ship. 
For  to  begin  the  fray,  sir. 

The  cannons  roar  from  shore  to  shore. 
The  small  arms  make  a  rattle  ; 

Since  wars  began,  I'm  sure  no  man, 
E'er  saw  so  strange  a  battle. 

The  rebel  dales— the  rebel  vales. 
With  rebel  trees  si./rounded ; 

The  distant  woods^  the  liiJls  and  fiood?. 
With  rebel  echoes  sounded. 

The  fish  below  swiud  to  a.\d  fro. 
Attacked  on  ev'ry  quarter ; 
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Vhry  sure,  thougkt  they,  the  Devil's  to  pay 
Among'  folks  'bove  the  vrater. 

The  kegs,  'tis  said,  though  strongiy  madfe 
Of  rebel  staves  and  hoops,  sir. 

Could  not  oppose  their  powerful  foes. 
The  conqu'ring-  British,  troops,  sir. 

From  morn  to  night  those  men  of  might* 

Display'd  amazing  courage  ; 
JiMd  when  the  sun  was  fairly  down, 

Retired  to  sup  their  porridge. 

One  hundred  men,  with  each  a  pen,' 

Or  more,  upon  my  word,  sir. 
It  is  most  true,  would  be  too  few. 

Their  valor  to  record,  sir. 

Such  feats  did  they  perform  that  day, 
Against  those  wicked  kegs,  sir, 

That  years  to  come,  if  they  get  home, 
They'll  make  their  boasts  and  brags,  sii ' 


A  Sailor^ s  Life.. 


How  blest  the  life  a  sailor  leads. 

From  clime  to  chme  still  ranging ; 
For  as  the  calm  the  storm  succeeds, 

The  scene  dehghts  by  changing. 
Though  tempests  howl  along  the  maiu> 

Some  object  w-iU  remind  us. 
And  cheer  with  hope  to  meet  again. 

The  friends  v/e  left  behind  us. 
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"Tbeu  under  full  sail,  we  laugh  at  the  gale, 
Tho'  the  landsmen  look  pale,  never  heed  'em. 

But  toss  off  the  glass,  to  a  favorite  lass, 
To  America,  commerce  and  freedomr 

But  vrhen  arrived  in  sight  of  land. 

Or  safe  in  port  rejoicing ; 
Our  ship  we  moor,  our  sails  we  hand, 

AVhilst  out  the  boat  is  hoisting. 
With  cheerful  hearts  the  shore  we  reach.. 

Our  friends  deUght  to  greet  us ; 
And  tripping  hghtly  o'er  the  beach. 

The  pretty  lasses  meet  us. 

cHonus. 
When  tlie  full  flowing  bowl  enhv  ens  the  soul. 

To  foot  it  we  merrily  lead  'em  ; 
And  each  boney  lass  Avilldrinkoffa  glass,- 

To  America,  commerce  and  freedom. 

Our  prizes  sold,  the  chink  we  share. 

And  gladly  we  receive  it ; 
And  when  we  meet  a  brother  tar 

That  wants,  we  freely  give  it. 
No  free-born  sailor  yet  had  store. 

But  cheerfully  would'  lend  it ; 
And  when  *tis  gone,  to  sea  for  more. 

We  earn  it  but  to  spend  it. 


Then  drink  round  my  boys,  *tis  the  first  of  our  joys^ 
To  relieve  the  distressed,  clothe  and  feed  'em ; 

*Tis  a  duty  we  share  with  the  brave  and  the  fair? 
In  this  land  of  commerce  and  freedom. 


l~T9r~j — ~ 

The  Home  of  my  Heart. 

Tho'  my  eyes,  dearest  Anna  to  others  ^^dll  stray, 

And  from  thy  lovely  imag-e  depart ; 
Believe  me,  'tis  only  a  visit  they  pay, 

For  thou  art  the  home  of  my  heart. 

No  traitors  are  they  to  affections  refin'd. 

No  trembhng  dehght  they  impart; 
Tho'  with  friendship  they  beam,  yet  to  love  they  are 
bUnd, 

"While  thou  art  the  home  of  my  heai-t. 

Tho'  the  arrows  of  Cupid  fly  sportively  round, 

I  laugh  as  he  shows  me  his  dart ; 
For  he  ne*er  can  implant  in  my  bosom  a  wound. 

While  thou  art  the  home  of  my  heart. 

The'  I  follow  the  footsteps  of  pleasure's  gay  throng, 

The  witty,  the  fair,  and  the  smart, 
Tho'  I  join  in  the  jest,  in  the  dance,  in  the  song, 

I  sigh  for  the  home  of  my  heart. 

The  beautiful  tints  which  thy  features  adorn, 
•   I  contrast  with  the  colors  of  art. 
And  exult  that  in  nature  slow  valley  was  bom, 
My  Anna,  the  home  of  my  heart. 


The  Humours  of  Glen, 


Their  groves  o*   sweet  myrtles  let  foreign  lands 
reckon. 
Where  bright  beaming  summers  exalt  the  perfume; 
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fVr  dearef  to  nte  yon  lone  ^n  of  green  fcrecken, 
With  the  burn  stealing  under   the  lang  yellov; 
broom. 

l^ar  dearer  to  me  yon  lone  humble  broom  bowers. 
Where  the  blue  bell  and  gowan  lurk  lowly  un- 
seen; 

for  there  lightly  tripping  amang  the  wild  flowers, 
A  Ust*ning  the  linnet,  aft  wanders  my  Jean. 

Though  rich  is  the  breeze,  in  their  gay  sunny  vaUiesj 

And  cauld  Caladonia*s  blast  on  the  wave  ; 
Their  sweet-scented  woodlands  that  skirt  the  proud 
palace, 

What  are  they? The  haunt  of  the  tyrant  and 

slave ! 

The  slave's  spicy  forests,  and  gold  bubbling  foun- 
tains, 
The  brave  Caledonian  views  with  disdain ; 
He  wanders  as  free  as  the  wind  on  hi«  mountains. 

Save  love's  willing  fetters ^the  chains  of  his 

Jean. 


TO'Morraw, 

In  the  down-liill  of  hfe,  when  I  find  I'm  declining, - 

May  my  fate  no  less  fortunate  be. 
Than  a  snug  elbow  chair  can  afford  for  reclining, 

And  a  cot  that  o'er  looks  the  wide  sea; 
With  an  ambling  pad  poney  to  pace  o'er  the  law% 

While  I  carol  away  idle  sorrow ; 
And  blithe  as  the  lai'k  that  each  day  hails  the  dawnj. 

Look  forward  with  hope  fer  to-morrow. 
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With  a  porch  at  my  door,  both  for  shelter  and  shade 
too, 

As  the  sunshine  or  rain. may  prevail ; 
-,\nd  a  small  spot  of  ground  for  the  use  of  the  spade 
too, 

With  a  barn  for  the  use  of  the  flail ; 
A  cow  for  my  dairy,  a  dog  for  my  game, 

And  a  purse  when  a  friend  wants  to  borrow ; 
I'll  envy  no  nabob  his  riches  or  fame, 

Nor  what  honors  await  him  to-morrow. 

From  the  bleak  northern  blast,  may  my  cot  be  com- 
pletely 
Secur'd  by  a  neighboring  hill. 
And  at  night  may  repose  steal  upon  me  more  sweot- 

By  the  sound  of  a  murmurmg  rill ; 
And  while  peace  and  plenty  I  find  at  my  board, 

With  a  heart  free  from  sickness  and  sorrow : 
With  my  friends  will  I  share  what  to-day  may  afford. 

And  let  them  spread  the  table  to-morrow. 

And  when  I  at  last  must  throw  off  this  frail  covering, 

Which  I've  worn  for  three  score  years  and  ten; 
On  the  brink  of  the  grave  I'll  not  seek  to  keep  hov- 
ering, 

Nor  my  thread  wish  to  spm  o'er  again ; 
But  my  face  in  the  glass  I'll  serenely  survey, 

And  with  smiles  count  each  wrinkle  or  fuiTOW, 
As  tliis  old  worn  out  stuff  which  is  thread  bare  to 
day, 

May  become  everlasting  to-morrow.. 
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Mary's  Bream. 


The  moon  had  climb*d  the  highest  hili^ 

Which  rises  o'er  the  banks  of  Dee ; 
And  from  the  eastern  summit  shed 

Her  silver  light  on  tow*r  and  tree  j 
When  Mary  laid  her  down  to  sleep. 

Her  thefiights  on  Sandy  far  at  sea. 
When  soft  and  low  a  voice  was  heard 

Say,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 

She  from  her  pillow  gently  r^s'd 

Her  head,  to  ask  who  there  might  be^ 
And  saw  young  Sandy  shivering  stand. 

With  visage  pale,  and  hollow  eye ; 
<*  O  Mary  dear,  cold  is  my  clay, 

<*  It  lies  beneath  a  stormy  sea ; 
**Far,  far  from  thee  I  sleep  in  death, 

**  So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 

f' Three  stormy  nights  and  stormy  days 

**  We  toss'd  upon  the  raging  main ; 
*'  And  long  we  strove  our  bark  to  save, 

**  But  all  our  striving  was  in  vain  ; 
♦*  Ev'n  then,  when  horror  chill'd  my  bloody 

*'  My  heart  was  fill-d  with  love  for  thee ; 
«  The  storm  is  past,  and  I'm  at  rest. 

**  So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 

**  O  maiden  dear,  thyself  prepare, 

*<  We  soon  shaJl  meet  upon  that  shore, 
«  Where  love  is  free  from  doubt  and  care, 

"  And  thou  and  I  shall  pai-t  no  more." 
Loud  crow'd  the  cock,  the  shadow  fled. 

No  more  of  Sandy  could  she  see ; 
But  soft  the  passing  spirit  said, 

•*  Sweet  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me-l** 
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In  Ireland  so  Frisky. 

Q\i !  in  Ireland  so  frisky,  with  sweet  ^rls  and  whi&» 

key. 
We  manag'd  to  keep  care  and  sorrow  aloof; 
Our  whirlig-ig  revels,  make  all  the  blue  devils 
Creep  out  with  the  smoke  through  a  hole  in  the  roof 
But  well  I  remember,  one  foggy  November, 
ISIy  mother  cried,  *  go  make  your  fortune,  my  lad ; 
Go  bother  the  ninnies,  clean  out  of  their  guineas,* 
Away  then  I  scamp  er'd  from  BaUinafad. 

Oh !  to  seek  for  promotion  I  walk'd  the  wide  ocean. 
Was  shipwreck'd,  and  murder'd,  and  sold  for  a  slave  ; 
Over  mountains  and  rivers  was  pelted  to  shivers. 
And  met  on  this  land  with  a  watery  grave. 
But  now  safe  on  dry  land,  in  this  blessed  island. 
Oh !  whiskey  and  beauty  will  make  my  heart  glad ; 
To  the  sweet  flowing  Liffey,  I'm  off  in  a  gifFey, 
With  a  whack  for  old  Ireland  and  BaUinafad. 

And  it's  oh!  from  this  station  to  that  blessed  nation. 
Again  Master  Murtock  shall  visit  your  shore, 
Where  I'll  flourish  so  gaily;  my  sprig  of  shillelali, 
Long  life  to  the  girls  and  to  whiskey  galore. 
O,  then  all  my  cousins  will  run  out  by  dozens. 
And  out  too  will  hobble  old  Mammy  and  Dad ; 
When  at  dinner  they'll  treat  us  with  mealy  potatoe?. 
And  whiskey  distill'd  at  sweet  BaUinafad. 

My  American  beauty  with  skin  rather  sooty. 
With  fun  and  fandango  wiU  join  in  our  jigs. 
While  she'U  cry  with  a  titter,  '  the  room's  in  a  litter,' 
« Arrah  darHng,'  says  I,  *  'tis  a  litter  of  pigs.' 
Oh  !  then  all  the  girls  will  conge  and  giggle. 
And  dance  all  around  as  if  they  were  mad ; 
While,  the  beUs  in  the  steeple  wiU  teU  aU  the  people. 
Arrah,  Murtock's  came  back  to  sv/cet  BalUnafad. 


(    156    ) 
Tlie  Sailor^ s  Consolation* 


spanking  Jack  was  so  comely,  so  pleasant,  so  jolly, 
Tho'  \vinds  blew  great  guns,  still  lie*d  whistle  and 
sing-. 
Jack  lov'd  his  friend,  and  was  true  to  his  Molly, 

And  if  honor  g-ive  greatness  was  gi*eat  as  a  king. 
One  night  as  we  drove  with  two  reefs  in  our  main- 
sail. 
And  the  scud  came  on  low'ring  upon  a  lee  shore. 
Jack  went  up  aloft  for  to  hand  the  top  ga'nt  sail,    ^     ' 
A  spray  wash'd  him  off  and  we  ne'er  saw  him 
more ! 

But  grieving's  a  folly,  j 
Come  let  us  be  jolly. 
If  we've  troubles  at  sea  boys,  we've  pleasures  ashore. ^ 

Wliiffling  Tom  still  of  mischief  or  fun  in  the  middle 

Through  life  in  all  weathers  at  random  would  jog. 
He'd  dance  and  he'd  sing,  and  he'd  play  on  the  fid- 
dle, 
A^nd  swig  with  an  air  his  allowance  of  ^og ; 
J.oiig  side  of  a  don  in  the  Terrible  frigate. 

As  yard  arm  and  yard  arm  we  lay  off  the  shore, 
^11  and  out  whiffling  Tom  did  so  caper  and  jig  it, 
That  his  head  was  shot  off,  and  we  ne'er  saw  him 
more ! 

But  grieving' s  a  folly,  &c. 

Bonny  Ben  was  to  each  jolly  messmate  a  brother,      j 

He  was  manly  and  honest,  good  natur'd  and  free. 
If  ever  one  tar  was  more  free  than  another, ' 

To  his  friend  and  his  duty,  that  sailor  was  he ; 
One  day  with  the  David  to  heave  the  kedge  anchor, 

Ben  went  in  the  boat  on  a  bold  craggy  shore, 
He  overboard  tipt,  when  a  shark  and  a  spanker. 

Soon  nipt  him  in  two,  and  we  ne'er  saw  him  more  I 
But  grieving'8  a  folly,  &c. 
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But  what  of  it  all,  lads,  shall  we  be  down  hearted. 

Because  that  may  hap  we  now  take  our  last  sup*j. 
Life's  cable  must  one  day  or  other  be  parted. 

And  death  in  fast  mooring  will  bring-  us  all  up  ; 
But  'tis  always  the  way  on't,  one  scarce  finds  a  bro- 
ther, 
•I  ond  as  pitch,  honest,  hearty  and  true  to  the  core. 
But  by  battle  o*  storm  or  some  bad  thing  or  other. 
He's  popp'd  off  the  hooks,  and  we  ne'er  see  hini 
mote ! 

But  grieving's  a  folly,  &c. 


^1  Sprig  of  SJiillelah. 

O  love  is  the  soul  of  a  neat  Irishman, 

He  loves  all  the  lovely,  loves  all  that  he  can. 

With  his  sprig  of  shillelah,  and  shamrock  so  greei^ 
His  heart  is  good  humoiir'd,  'tis  honest  and  sound, 
No  maHce  or  hatred  is  there  to  be  found ; 
He  courts  and  he  marries,  he  di-inks  and  he  fights. 
For  love,  all  for  love,  for  in  that  he  delights, 

With  his  sprig  of  shillelali,  and  shamrock  so  greeij. 

Who  has  e*er  had  the  luck  to  see  Donnybrook  fair. 
An  Irishman  all  in  his  glory  is  there 

With  his  sprig  of  shillelah  and  shamrock  so  green. 
His  clothes  spick  and  span  new,  without  e'er  a  speck, 
A  nate  Barcelona  tied  round  his  nate  neck ; 
He  goes  to  a  tent  and  he  spends  liis  half  crown. 
He  meets  with  a  friend,  and  for  love  knocks  him 
down, 

With  his  sprig  of  shiUelah,  and  shamrock  so  green. 

At  ev'ning  returning  as  homeward  he  goes, 

His  heart  soft  with  whiskey,  liis  head  soft  with  blows. 
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From  a  sprig-  of  shillelah,  and  sliamrock  so  green^ 
lie  meets  with  his  Shelah,  who,  blushing  a  smile. 
Cries,  *  get  ye  gone,  Pat,*  yet  consents  all  the  while. 
To  the  priest  soon  they  go ;  and  nine  months  after 

that, 
A  fine  baby  cries,  *  How  d'ye  do,  father  Pat, 

With  a  sprig  of  shillelah,  and  shamrock  so  green  ?' 

Bless  the  country,  say  I,  that  gave  Patrick  his  birth, 
^less  the  land  of  the  oak,  and  its  neighboring  earth. 

Where  grows  the  shillelah  and  shamrock  so  green. 
May  the  sons  of  the  Thames,  the  Tweed,  and  the 

Shannon, 
Drub  the  foe  who  dares  plant  at  our  confines  a  can- 
non : 
United  and  happy  at  loyalty's  shrine. 
May  the  rose  and  the  thistle  long  flourish  and  twine 
Round  a  sprig  of  sMlIelah,  and  shamrock  so  green. 


Go  where  Glory  ivaits  The^ 

Go  where  glory  waits  thee. 
But  while  fame  elates  thee, 

O  still  remember  me  ! 
When  the  praise  thou  meetest 
To  thine  ear  is  sweetest, 

O  then  remember  me  I 
Other  arms  may  press  thee, 
Dearer  friends  caress  thee. 
All  the  joys  that  bless  thee. 

Sweeter  far  may  be ; 
But  when  friends  are  nearest,, 
And  joys  are  dearest, 

0  then  rememljer  me. 
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"\\  hen  at  eve  thou  rovest. 
By  the  star  thou  lovest. 

Oh !  then  remember  me. 
Think,  when  home  returningv 
Brig-ht  we've  seen  it  burning, 

Oil !  thus  remember  me. 
Oft  as  summer  closes, 
When  thine  eyes  i-eposes. 
On  its  ling'ring  roses. 

Once  so  lov'd  by  thee, 
Think  of  her  who  wove  them, 
Her  who  made  tliee  love  them, , 

Oh !  then  remember  jne ! 

When  around  thee  dying-, 
Autumn  leaves  are  lying-. 

Oh !  then  remember  mc.  • 
And  at  night  when  gazing  • 
On  the  gay  hearth  blazing. 

Oh !  still  remember  me. 
Then  should  music  steahng 
All  the  soul  of  leehng. 
To  thy  heart  appeaUng, 

Draw  one  tear  from  thee  ^ 
Then  let  mem'ry  bring  thee 
Strains  I  us'd  to  sing  thee  ; 

Oh!  then  remember  me; 


''Fhe  alt  of  Life  is  Love, 

%Vhen  f:ist  this  humble  roof  I  knew, 

With  various  cares  I  strove  ; 
My  grain  was  scarce,  my  sheep  v/ere  few,. 

My  all  of  life  was  love. 
By  mutual  toil  our  board  was  dress' d,, 

*The  spring  our  drink  bestc^v'd ; 
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But  when  her  lips  the  brim  had  press'd. 
The  cup  with  nectar  flow'd. 

Content  and  peace  the  dwelling-  shar*d. 

No  other  guest  came  nigh ; 
In  them  was  giv*n,  tho'  gold  was  spar'd. 

What  gold  could  never  bu}'. 
No  value  has  a  splendid  lot. 

But  as  the  means  to  prove. 
That  from  the  castle  to  the  cot, 

The  all  of  life  is  love. 


To  a  Woodman^ s  Hut,  ^e. 

To  a  woodman's  hut  there  came,  one  day, 

A  physician  and  dancing  master ; 
Tliis  fellow's  hovel  v/ill  serve,  said  they, 
For  the  rain  pours  faster  and  faster." 
Heigho !  fal  de  ral  de  ra, 
For  the  rain  pours  faster  and  faster. 

The  physician  was  proud,  and  toss'd  up  his  head;, 

And  scarce  would  the  woodman  mark,  sir ; 
*But,  Doctor,  we're  equal,'  the  woodman  said, 

*  For  we  both  of  us  deal  in  bark,  sir.'  &c. 

The  master  of  dance  was  as  gi-and  as  you  please,. 

Till  the  woodman  cried,  *  How  now,  sir ! 
*  You  cut  but  capers,  I  cut  trees, 

*  And  we  all  know  the  worth  of  a  bow,  sir.'  &c. 

At  last,  says  tlie  woodman,  *  The  weather  is  good, 
'  For  the  rain  only  falls  from  the  eaves  now  ; 

'  So  put  out  your  heads,  'twill  be  carrying"  wood, 
'  And  pray  both  be  taking  ymir  kaves,  now.'  (S.:<r 
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The  Legacy. 

vlicn  in  death  I  shall  calm  redine, 
6  bear  my  heart  to  my  mistress  dear, 

'ell  her  it  liv'd  upon  smiles  and  wine 

'  Of  the  bris^htest  hue  while  it  lingei-'d  kere. 

;id  her  not  shed  one  tear  of  sorrow, 
To  sully  a  heart  so  brilliant  and  light, 

iut  balmy  drops  of  the  red  grape  borro\*-j 
To  bathe  the  relic  from  morn  till  night. 

Vhen  the  light  of  my  song  is  o'er, 

Then  take  up  my  harp  to  your  ancient  hall  r 
lang  it  up  at  that  friendly  door 

1^'here  weary  travellers  love  to  call : 
rhen  if  some  bard,  who  roams  forsaken, 

iieceive  its  soft  note  in  passing  along, 
)h  !  let  one  thought  of  its  master  awaken 

Your  warm.est  smile  for  the  cliild  of  song. 

ieep  this  cup  which  is  now  o'erflowing. 

To  grace  your  revels  when  I'm  at  rest, 
^?ever,  oh !  never  its  balm  bestowing 

On  hps  that  beauty  hath  seldom  blest, 
^ut  vv'hcn  some  wai-m  devoted  lover,  _ 

To  her  he  adores,  shall  bathe  its  bnm, 
^\\  \  then  my  ?pirit  around  shall  hover, 

And  hallow  each  drop,  that  foams  forJiUn. 
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Jem  of  Merdeen. 


The  tuneful  lavrocks  cheer  the  grove. 

And  sweetly  smells  the  simmer  green : 
Now  o'er  the  mead  I  love  to  rove, 
Wi'  bonny  Jem  of  Aberdeen. 
Bonny  Jem  of  Aberdeen, 
Bonny  Jem  of  Aberdeen, 
Now  o'er  the  mead  I  love  to  rove, 
Wi'  bonny  Jem  of  Aberdeen. 

Whenever  we  sit  beneath  the  broom, 

Or  wander  o^er  the  lea, 
He's  always  wooing,  wooing,  woooing, 

Always  wooing  me. 

Whene'er  we  sit,  &c. 

He's  fresh  and  fair  as  flow'rs  in  May, 
The  blithest  lad  of  a'  the  green ; 

How  sweet  the  time  will  pass  away, 
Wi'  bonny  Jem  of  Aberdeen. 
Bonny  Jem,  &c. 

Wi*  joy  I  leave  my  father's  cot, 
Wi'  ilka  spot  of  glen  or  green. 

Well  pleas'd  to  share  the  humble  lot, 
O'  bonny  Jem  of  Aberdeen. 
Bonny  Jem,  &c. 


Life  let  lis  CkerisM, 

Life  let  us  cherLsh, 
While  yet  the  taper  glow€, 
And  the  fresh  flowrei 
Pluck  ere  it  close 
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Why  are  we  fond  of  toil  and  care  ? 
Why  choose  the  rankhng  thorn  to  wear  ' 
And  heedless  by  the  hly  stray. 
Which  blossoms  in  our  way. 

Life  let  us  cherish,  &c. 

Though  clouds  obscure  the  atmosphere. 
And  forked  lightnings  rend  the  air. 
The  sun  resumes  his  silver  crest. 
And  smiles  adown  the  west. 

Life  let  us  cherish,  &c. 

The  genial  seasons  soon  are  o'er. 
Then  let  us,  ere  we  quit  this  shore. 
Contentment  seek ;  it  is  life's  zest. 
The  sunshine  of  the  breast. 
'  Life  let  us  cherish,  &c. 

Away  with  every  toil  and  care. 
And  cease  the  rankling  thorn  to  wear ; 
With  manful  hearts  hfe*s  conflict  meet.. 
Till  death  sounds  the  retreat. 

Life  let  us  cherish,  &c./ 


Owen, 

Though  far  beyond  the  mountains. 

That  look  so  distant  here, 
To  fight  his  country's  battles. 

Last  May-day  went  my  dear. 
Ah !  well  "shall  I  remember. 

With  bitter  sighs,  the  day ; 
Why,  Owen,  didst  thou  leave  me. 

At  home  why  <td  1  st^y  t 


^\ 
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O  cruel  were  my  parents. 

Who  did  my  flight  restrain. 
And  I  was  cruel  hearted, 

Who  did  at  home  remain  ; 
With  him  I  love  contented, 

I'd  journey  far  away ; 
Why,  Owen,  didst  thou  leave  rae. 

At  home  why  did  I  stay  ? 

To  market  at  Langwyllen, 

Each  morning  do  I  go ; 
But  how  to  make  a  bargain. 

No  longer  do  I  know ; 
My  father  chides  at  evening. 

My  mother  all  the  day  ; 
Why,  Owen,  didst  thou  leave  me. 

At  home  why  did  I  stay  ? 

When  thinking  of  my  Owen, 

My  eyes  with  tears  do  fill. 
And  then  my  mother  chides  me 

Because  my  wheel  stands  still; 
^ow  can  I  think  of  spinning, 

When  Owen's  far  away ; 
Why,  Owen,  didst  thou  leave  me. 

At  home  why  di<ll  stay  ? 

Oh  !  should  it  please  kind  heaven 

To  shield  my  love  from  harm, 
¥o  clasp  him  to  my  bosom, 

Would  every  care  disarm : 
But  ah !  I  fear  far  distant 

Will  be  that  happy  day; 
Why,  Owen,  didst  thou  leave  me 

At  home  why  did  I  stay  ? 


.¥ 
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Let's  the  present  moment  seize  on. 
Who  knows  what  the  next  may  bring ; 

All  our  time  by  mirth  we*D  measure. 
All  dull  cares  we  will  despise; 

Follow,  follow,  follow  pleasure. 
To  be  merry  is  to  be  wise. 

'Wherefore  then  should  we  perplex  us. 

Why  should  we  not  merry  be  ? 
Since  in  life  there's  nought  to  vex  us, 

Drinking-  sets  our  cares  all  free  ; 
Let's  have  drinking-  without  measure. 

Let's  have  wine  while  time  we  havej 
Follow,  follow,  follow  pleasure. 

There's  no  drinking  in  the  grave. 


Within  a  mile  of  Edinburgh. 


•*Twas  wkhin  a  mile*of  Edinburgh  town. 

In  the  tosy  time  of  the  year. 
Sweet  flowers  bloom'd,  and  the  grass  was  down. 
And  each  shepherd  woo'd  his  dear : 
Bonny  Jockey,  blithe  and  gay, 
Kiss'd  sweet  Jenny  making  hay : 
The  lassie  blush'd,  and  frowning  cried,  no,  no,  it  ^11 

not  do ; 
I,cannot,  cannot,  wonnot,  wonnot,  mannot  buckle  too. 

Jockey  was  a  wag  that  never  would  wed, 

Tho'  long  he  had  follow'd  the  lass. 
Contented  she  earn'd  and  eat  her  brown  breads 

And  nierrily  turn'd  up  the  grass : 
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Bonny  Jockey,  blithe  and  free. 
Won  her  heart  right  merrily. 
Yet  still  she  blush'd,  and  frowning  cri'd,  no,  no,  if 

will  not  do, 
I  cannot,  cannot,  wonnot,  wonnot,  mannot  buckle 
too. 

But  when  he  vow*d  he  would  make  her  his  bride/ 

Tho'  his  flocks  and  herds  were  not  few, 
She  gave  him  her  hand  and  a  kiss  beside. 
And  vow'd  she'd  forever  be  true  ; 
Bonny  Jockey,  bhthe  and  free. 
Won  her  heart  right  merrily. 
At  church  she  no  more  frowning  cri'd,  no,  no,  it  will 

not  do, 
I  cannot,  cannot,  wonnot,  wonnot,  mannot  buckle 
too. 


Judy  O^Flannikin^ 

Oh,  whack !  Cupid's  a  mannikin,  fr 

Smack  on  my  back  he  hit  me  polter ; 
Good  lack !  Judy  O'Flannikin  ! 

Dearly  she  loves  neat  Looney  Mactwolter. 
Judy's  my  darhng,  my  kisses  she  suffers; 

She's  an  heiress  that's  clear, 

For  her  father  sells  beer ; 
He  keeps  the  sign  of  the  cow  and  the  snuff'er^= 

She's  so  smart, 

From  my  heart 

I  cannot  bolt  her ; 
O  whack !  Judy  O'Flannikin, 
She  is  the  gxl  for  Looney  Mactwolter 
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)h  hone !  good  news  I  need  a  bit ; 

We'd  correspond,  but  learning-  would  choke  her 
lavrone  !  I  cannot  read  a  bit ; 

Judy  can't  tell  a  pen  from  a  poker, 
udy's  so  constant  I'll  never  forsake  her; 

She's  as  true  as  the  moon, 

Onl}^  one  afternoon 
caug-ht  her  asleep  with  a  hump-back'd  shoemafeer. 

Oh,  she's  smart! 

From  my  heart 

I  cannot  bolt  her, 
ih,  whack!  Judy  O'Flannikin! 
he  is  the  girl  for  Looney  Mactwolter. 


Bear  Tom  this  brown  jug. 

ear  Tom,  this  brown  jug-,  that  now  foams  with  mild 

ale, 
I  which  I  will  drink  to  sweet  Nan  of  the  vale, 
-'as  once  Toby  Filpot,  a  thirsty  old  soul, 
s  e'er  crack'd  a  bottle,  or  fathom'd  a  bowl, 
I  boozing"  about  'twas  his  praise  to  excel, 
nd  among- jolly  topers  he  bore  off  the  bell. 

chanc'd  as  in  dog-  days  he  sat  at  his  ease, 
I  his  flower-woven  arbor  as  g-ay  as  you  please, 
1th  a  friend  and  a  pipe,  puffing-  sorrow  away, 
id  with  honest  old  stin^  was  soaking  his  clay,  ^    ^ 
Is  breath  doors  of  life  on  a  sudden  were  -;  lat, 
id  he  died  full  as  big  as  a  Dorchester  butt. 

s  body,  when  long  in  the  ground  it  had  lain, 
id  time  into  clay  had  resolv'd  it  again, 
K  2 
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A.  potter  found  out  in  its  covert  so  snug. 
And  with  part  of  fat  Toby  he  fornid  this  hfO^n  jug", 
Now,  sacred  to  friendship,  to  mirth,  and  mild  ale  : 
So  here's  to  my  lovely  sweet  Nan  of  the  vale. 


*   Lifers  like  a  Ship, 

Life's  like  a  ship  in  constant  motion, 

Sometimes  high  and  sometimes  low  ; 
Where  every  one  must  brave  the  ocean. 

Whatsoever  wind  may  blow : 
If  unassail'd  by  squall  or  shower. 

Wafted  by  the  gentle  gales ; 
Let's  not  lose  the  favoring  hour. 

While  success  attends  our  sails. 

Or,  if  the  wa>"^vard  wands  should  bluster, 

Let  us  not  give  way  to  fear ; 
But  let  us  all  our  patience  muster. 

And  learn  by  reason  bow  to  steer; 
Let  judgment  keep  you  ever  steady, 

'Tis  a  ballast  that  never  fdls ; 
Should  dangers  rise  be  ever  ready. 

To  manage  well  the  swelling  sails. 

Trust  not  too  much  your  own  opinion, 

W^hile  your  vessel's  under  way : 
Let  good  example  bear  dominion, 

That's  a  compass  will  not  stray : 
When  thund'ring  tempests  make  you  shudder, 

Or  Boreas  on  the  surface  rails ; 
"  ^t  a^ood  discretion  guide  the  rudder, 
^        d  providence  attend  the  sails. 
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Then  when  you're  safe  from  danger,  riding 

In  some  welcome  port  or  bay ; 
Hope  be  the  anchor  you  confide  in. 

And  care,  awhile,  enslumber'd  lay  ; 
Or,  when  each  can,  wi^h  liquor  flowing-. 

And  g-ood  fellowship  prevails ; 
Let  each  true  heart  with  rapture  glov^ang-, 

Drink,  "success  unto  oui* sails." 


Ml/  Mary,  dear  departed  shade. 

Thou  ling'ring'  star  with  less'ning"  ray. 

That  lov'st  to  greet  the  early  mornj 
Again  thou  usher'st  in  the  day, 

My  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
6  Mary,  dear  departed  shade, 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest  • 
S'eest  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Rear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  liis  breast? 

That  sacred  hour  can  I  forget  ? 

Can  I  forget  the  hallow'd  grove, 
AVhere  by  the  winding  Ayr  we  m'et, 

To  live  one  day  of  parting  love  ? 
Eternity  cannot  efface 

Those  records  dear  of  transports  past ; 
Thy  image  at  our  last  embrace ; 

Ah !  little  thought  we  'twas  our  last ! 

Ayr,  gurghng,  kiss'd  his  pebbled  shore, 

O'erhung  with  wild  woods  thick'ning  ^reen  ,, 

The  fragrant  birch  and  hawthorn  hoar 

Twin'd  amorous  round  the  raptur'd  scene  ; 

The  flowers  sprang,  wanton  to  be  press'd, 
The  birds  sang  love  on  ev'ry  spray. 
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Till  too,  too  soon,  the  glowing  west 
Proclaim'd  the  speed  of  winged  da} 

Still  o'er  these  scenes  my  mem'ry  wakes, 

And  fondly  broods  with  miser  care  ; 
Time  but  th'  impression  stronger  makes. 

As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear- 
My  Mary,  dear  departed  shade, 

W  here  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest  ? 
Seest  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Ilear'st  thou  the  gi-oans  that  rend  his  breast 


Mij  Friend  and  Pitcher . 

The  wealthy  fool  with  gold  in  store. 

Will  still  desire  to  grow  much  richer. 
Give  me  but  these,  I  ask  no  more. 

My  charming  girl,  my  friend  and  pitcher. 
Chomis. 
My  friend  so  rare,  my  girl  so  fair. 

With  such  what  mortal  can  be  richer  ? 
Give  me  but  these,  a  fig  for  care, 
With  my  sweet  girl,  my  friend  and  pitcher; 

From  morning  sun  I'd  never  grieve 

To  toil  a  hedger  or  a  ditcher. 
If  tliat  when  I  come  home  at  eve, 

I  might  enjoy  my  friend  and  pitcher. 
My  friend  so  rare,  &c. 

Though  fortune  ever  shuns  my  door, 
I  know  not  what  can  thus  bewitch  her ; 

With  all  my  heart  jcan  I  be  poor. 
With  my  sweet  girl,  my  friend,  and  pitcher. 
My  friend  so  rare,  &c. 
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Plato's  Mvice. 

Says  Plato,  why  should  man  be  vain, 

Since  bounteous  heav'n  has  made  hmi  great 

Why  look  with  insolent  disdain 

On  those  undeck'd  with  wealth  and  state. 

Can  costly  robes  or  beds  of  down, 
Or  all  the  g-ems  that  deck  the  fair  ? 

Can  all  the  g-lories  of  a  crown 

Give  health,  or  ease  the  brow  of  care  ? 

The  scepter'd  king-,  or  burden'd  slave, 
The  humble  and  the  liaug'hty  die  ; 

The  rich,  the  poor,  the  base,  the  brave. 
In  dust  without  distinction  lie.    , 

Cro  search  the  tombs  where  monarchs  rest. 
Who  once  the  greatest  titles  wore  ; 

Of  wealth  and  glory  now  bereft. 
And  all  their  honors  are  no  more. 

So  through  the  air  the  meteor  flies. 

And  spreads  along  his  gilded  train,  ^_ 

When  shot,  'tis  gone,  its  beauty  dies. 
Dissolved  to  common  air  again. 


Young  Colin. 

The  fields  wei'e  green,  the  hills  were  ga\ 
And  birds  were  singing  on  each  spray, 
When  Colin  met  me  in  the  grove, 
And  told  me  tender  tales  of  Ipve  : 


av. 


(^174  ) 

Was  ever  swain  so  blithe  as  he. 
So  kind,  so  faithful,  and  so  free. 
In  spite  of  all  my  friends  can  say. 
Young-  Cohn  stole  my  heart  away. 

Whene'er  he  trips  the  mead  along-. 
He  sweetly  joins  the  wood-lark's  song 
And  when  he  dances  on  the  green, 
There's  none  so  blithe  as  Colin  seen> 
If  he's  but  by,  I  nothing  fear. 
For  I  alone  am  all  his  care ; 
Then  spite  of  all  my  friends  can  say, 
He's  stole  my  tender  heart  away. 

My  mother  chides  whene'er  I  roam. 
And  seems  surpris'd  I  quit  my  home  •. 
But  she'd  not  wonder  that  I  rove. 
Did  she  but  know  how  much  I  love  : 
Full  well  I  know  the  gen'rous  swain 
Will  never  give  my  bosom  pain ; 
Then  spite  of  all  my  friends  can  sex. 
He's  stole  my  tender  heart  awav 
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